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TO  THB  MBMOST  OF  THE 

REV.  WILLIAM  BENWELL,  M.  A. 

lATE  FELLOW  OF  TRINITY  COLLEGE,  OXFORD, 

WHO  IN  THE  RARE  UNION  OF 

GENIUS,  TASTE,  AND  ERUDITION, 

WAS  SELDOM  EAUALLED, 

AND  IN  THOSE  PURE  AND  AMIABLE  aUALITIES, 

WHICH  CONSTITUTE  THE  PERFECTION 

OF  THE 

CHRISTIAN  CHARACTER, 

WAS  NEVER  PERHAPS  EXCELLED, 

THE  FOLLOWING  ODES, 

AS  A  MELANCHOLY  MEMORIAL  OF 

DEPARTED  FRIENDSHIP, 

ARE  INSCRIBED. 


B  a 


ODES. 

ODE    I. 

THE    BATTLE. 

(jALLANT  Warriors  !  fo  your  fires. 

Of  yore  by  Deva's  wizard  flood, 
Rous'd  to  fury  by  our  lyres. 

Embattled  on  the  mountains  flood. 
The  falchions,  now  that  glittering  rife. 
Shone  at  your  father's  finewy  tliighs  : 
Each  fpear  has  pierc'd  a  haughty  foe  ; 
Each  axe  has  laid  a  Roman  low  : 
On,  warriors,  on  :  from  Kilda's  Iky 
Hither  the  famifh'd  eagles  fly : 
Yonder  darkfome  clouds  behind 
B3 


6  ODES. 

Joyous  Hefus  fnufFs  the  wind 
To  tafte  the  tainted  gales,  that  bear 
Fumes  of  blood  along  the  air. 
Tofs  the  flaming  torches  high  j 
Bid  the  fcythed  chariots  fly  j 
Lo  !  your  fires'  fhades  afcending  point  the  way  j 

Mador  and  Hoel  call  you  to  your  prey  ; 
And  Taranis  from  high  in  thunder  gives  the  day, 
2. 
So  fang  the  Bards,  while  warrior-formB 

With  afpe6ts  fierce  and  furious  ftrides, 
Rufh'd  midft  the  darkly-rolling  ftorms. 

That  gird  Helvellin's  craggy  fide*. 
Torches  wildly  hurl'd  in  air 
Call  o'er  the  rocks  a  lurid  glare. 
Aflrighted  Skiddaw  heard  from  far 
The  thunder  of  the  fcythed  car. 
Struck  with  momentary  dread, 
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The  haughty  Roman  bow'd  the  head  j 
Till  Britilh  rage  began  to  fall : 

Then  on  his  turning  foes 

With  firm  rekindled  fury  rofe. 
And  rear'd  the  mighty  arm,  that  tam'd  this  nether  ball. 
3. 
The  Bards  perceiv'd  the  yielding  throng, 
And  quick  refum'd  their  magic  fong : 
By  your  fathers'  warrior  fhades  j 
By  ancient  Mona's  holy  glades ; 
By  Cambria's  rocks,  that  ftream'd  of  yore 
With  many  a  conqueror  Roman's  gore  j 
By  each  car  and  flaming  brand. 
That  drove  bold  Julius  from  our  ftrand. 
Turn  ;  and  bluihing  fear  to  fly  j 
Revere  your  kind,  and  dare  to  die. 
For  ah !  the  captive's  mournful  fate  ! 

To  fwell  the  pomp  that  marks  his  fhame  j 
»  4 


8  ODES. 

To  knee  the  chief  his  foul  mud  hate. 
And  hear,  while  cowards  blaft  his  name. 
With  downcail  eyes. 
And  mutter'd  fighs. 
In  nature's  defperate  agonies. 
Bound  by  th'  ignoble  throng. 
Sullen  to  move  along. 
The  fport  or  pity  of  an  abjed  throng  : 
Happier  they,  who  to  the  ftrife 
Rufh,  nobly  prodigal  of  life. 
The  foul  ihall  quit  the  ftiffening  clay. 

And  mounting  feek  a  brighter  fphere. 
In  warlike  fports  with  Hefus  play. 
And  Hoel's  magic  nimibers  hear : 
Then  again  in  earthly  mould 
Shall  Snowden's  forked  peaks  behold ; 
Again  through  legions  fcatter  death ; 
Again  for  freedom  povir  its  breath. 


ODES.  g 

Life  is  but  a  middle  fpace. 

In  endlefs  being's  circling  race. 

And  in  battle  to  expire 

Speaks  the  foul  of  heavenly  fire. 

' Fierce  as  the  ilorm  on  Caders  brow, 
The  Britons  burft  upon  the  foe : 
And  they,  whofe  eagle  high  difplay'd 
Call  o'er  the  vanquilh'd  world  its  ihade. 
Now  flying  Ihun  the  Britilh  fpear. 
And  dew  their  mails  for  fhame  with  many  a  burning 
tear. 

Touch'd  with  glory's  noble  fire. 
The  Bards  to  triumph  ftrike  their  lyre. 
Souls  of  heroes  nobly  flain. 
Fighting  for  your  native  plain ; 
Sons  of  war,  who  bravely  fped« 
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Boadicea  at  yovir  headj 
Behold,  the  haughty  Roman  dies. 
To  Britain's  gods  a  facrifice. 
On  Skiddaw's  fummit,  raid  the  (kies. 
See  the  blazing  pile  arife  : 
O'er  the  mountains  dark  in  night 
Widely  ftreams  the  glorious  light. 
Woods  and  hollow  rocks  and  vale» 
Echo  to  the  viftim's  wails ; 
Lo !  wild  Lodore  her  thundering  torrent  ftills. 
And  hears  the  diftant  groan  roll  down  the  midnight 
hills. 

But  why,  O  why  on  Britiih  land 
Should  Britons  wait  the  hoftile  band  ? 
Spirit  of  Brennus,  come 
From  out  thy  warlike  tomb. 
And  guide  our  legions  to  imperial  Rome. 
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Thou  on  the  Hefperian  Ihore 
Waft  thvindering  feen  of  yore ; 
Thy  conquering  falchion  ftream'd  with  Roman  gore. 
Again  we  fpeed,  again  we  fweep 
"With  dalhing  oar  the  founding  deep  j 
Our  barks  (hail  fill  their  hoftile  bays  ; 
Our  fcythed  chariots  fhake  their  public  ways ; 
And  o'er  their  feven  proud  hills  our  waving  torches 
blaze. 

Tlie  warriors  catch  the  patriot-lays. 

And  wildly  ftrike  their  founding  Ihields, 
Around  in  pride  of  triumph  gaze. 
And  point  with  finewy  arm  Hefperia's  foutliem  fields. 
But  ah  !  how  chang'd  is  all  the  fcene, 
"When  on  his  fable  Ihield, 
Slow  borne  along  the  field. 
The  youthful  Morcar's  corfe  is  feen  I 
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In  alter'd  meafures  foft  and  flow. 
The  minflrels  melt  the  heart  of  woe. 

How  beauteous  heaves  the  warrior's  grave ! 

For  there  fliall  mildeft  funlhine  beam ; 
And  there  the  talleft  grafs  fliall  wave. 

And  there  the  pureft  fountain  ftream. 

No  more  beneath  the  morning  fun 
With  dazzling  helm,  in  natiire's  pride. 

Shall  Morcar  from  the  mountain  run. 
His  falchion  glittering  at  his  fide. 

Near  yonder  brook  fliall  reft  his  bones. 
The  gory  axe  befide  him  laid  j 

The  fp^  be  mark'd  by  mofly  ftones. 
And  tears  of  warriors  foothe  his  fliade. 
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While  Moma's  maid,  to  grief  refign'd. 
When  tempefts  veil  the  moon  on  high. 

Shall  hear  his  voice  amidH  the  wind. 
And  fee  his  fpirit  gliding  by. 

With  bending  forms  the  mournful  chieftains  (land. 

And,  fixing  on  the  corfe  their  eye, 

Miife  fad  on  frail  mortality. 
While  fofteft  forrow  melts  the  fympathetic  band. 

The  Bards  behold  the  warrior's  breaft 

With  unbefeeming  grief  opprefs'd. 

And  fudden  in  triumphant  ftrain 

Strike  the  kindling  lyre  again. 

Morcar,  warriors,  is  not  dead ; 

He  again  ihall  rear  his  head. 

Lift  the  axe,  and  dye  with  blood 

Wide  Sabrina's  fandy  flood. 

For  long  as  Cambria's  ftreams  Ihall  run 
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Sparkling  to  the  golden  fvin. 

Through  warrior-forms,  from  frame  to  frame. 

The  foul  fhall  deathlefs  fhift  its  flame. 

We,  the  Bards,  again  fliall  fleep, 

Cader,  on  thy  cloud-capt  fteep  ; 

Again,  enlhrin'd  in  mortal  forms. 

Sing  midll  Glyder's  mountain-ftorms. 

Ye,  to  wilds  and  deferts  fled. 

Who  make  the  flinty  rock  your  bed. 

Again  Ihall  live  j  again  fliall  bear 

Your  flxeaming  pendant  through  the  air : 

Freedom  at  your  fide  fliall  ftand. 

And  glory  lead  your  conquering  band. 

The  unbounded  main  is  all  our  own  : 

I  gaze,  I  gaze,  through  worlds  unknown. 

O'er  which,  in  dark  futurity, 

Pierc'd  but  by  Bards,  the  fliadows  lie. 

Ix) !  every  ftar,  that  cheers  the  night. 
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On  Albion's  mighty  empire  cafts  its  light ; 
Or  when  it  pales  at  dawn  its  fetting  beams. 
Or  o'er  the  mifty  wave  in  orient  beauty  gleams. 

They  fang :  and  rapture  brighten'd  every  eye  j 
With  pealing  plaudits  rang  the  vaulted  Iky  j 
The  warrior-hoft  retires 
To  crown  the  mountain  tops  with  facrificial  fires. 


16  ODE  S. 


ODE    II. 

TINTERN    ABBEY; 

OR, 

THE  WANDERING  MINSTREL. 

r  ROM  Cambrian  vales  and  mountains  wild, 
A  minftrel,  nature's  wandering  child. 
Laid  on  the  rock  his  harp,  and  view'd 
Vaga's  romantic  folitude. 
Still  is  tlie  air,  and  hulh'd  the  wood ; 
In  footliing  filence  creeps  the  flood  : 
And  evening  calms  with  golden  gleam 
The  hoary  rocks  and  glittering  ftream. 
Dark  Ihadowy  elms  beneath  embower 
The  cloifters  and  high-fretted  tower 
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Of  lonely  Tintem :  tapers  bright 
Through  lofty  windows  pour  their  light  j 
And,  rais'd  by  chaunting  quires,  a  found 
Celeilial  fpreads  a  charm  around. 

As  one,  whom  Infpiration  fires. 
The  raptur'd  minftrel  ftruck  his  wires. 

Holy  men,  your  anthems  fing  j 
High  your  fragrant  cenfers  fwing  ; 
Round  each  cliff  and  filent  dell 
Bid  the  folemn  organ  fwell ; 
And  give  to  God  your  lonely  hours, 
Midft  rocks  and  ftreams,  and  a\v'ful  bowers. 
No  proudly  banner'd  hoft  your  gate 
Pours  fcarth  in  formidable  ftate. 
No  files,  with  blood-belprinkled  veft. 
Shake  o'er  your  battlements  their  creft  i. 
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But  filence,  friend  of  holinefs 
And  virtue,  keeps  the  calm  recefs  : 
Save  oft,  when  mournful  gales,  that  fweep 
With  hollow  moans  the  cavem'd  fteep. 
Or  diftant  waves,  with  foften'd  roar. 
That  flowing  beat  the  rocks  and  Ihore, 
To  folemn  mufings  lull  the  heart. 
And  more  than  mortal  thoughts  impart* 

Holy  men,  though  wedded  mate 
Never  greet  you  at  the  gate  j 
Though  babes  nor  round  your  board  be  fpread. 
Nor  lifp  befide  your  morning  bed ; 
Yet  ne'er  from  you  midft  human  woes 
The  tear  in  bitter  anguilh  flows ; 
You  never  watch,  while  day  by  day 
A  fading  confort  waftes  away  5 
Nor  lay  in  conl'ecrated  eartli 


ODES.  19 

The  fon  who  cheer'd  your  evening  hearth  j 
Nor  mourn  an  injur'd  daughter's  Ihame, 
With  tearlefs  grief,  that  fhakes  the  frame  : 
But  heavenly  thoughts  becalm  the  hreail ; 
Religion  foothes  the  foul  to  reft  -, 
And  oft  for  you  the  chaunted  pray'r 
Sounds  through  the  filent  liftening  air  j 
And  oft  for  you  to  ftarry  Ikies 
The  loud  hofannas  pealing  rife  j 
While  woods  and  echoing  rocks  proclaim 
The  great  Creator's  hymned  name. 
When  tapers  rovmd  fome  martyr's  tomb 
The  loft}'-vaulted  fane  illume. 
Your  lifted  hands  in  prayer  are  fpread. 
To  win  from  pain  the  fainted  dead. 
Oft  at  your  Pembroke's  tomb  you  bend. 
And  warm  your  gratefiil  prayers  afcend. 
That  he,  who  bade  your  wanderings  ceafe. 
May  know  in  heaven  an  angel's  peace, 
c  a 
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Ye  warriors,  who  on  Sion's  brow 
Fell'd  the  vaunting  Paynim  foe  j 
Or,  fhaking  Aeon's  turrets,  pour'd 
The  fury  of  the  Britifh  fword  : 
Here,  in  the  quiet  cell  reclin'd. 
Shelter  from  war's  wild  labours  find  j 
The  toilfome  march,  the  unwholfome  fare. 
The  fiery  fand,  the  tr.'nted  air. 
With  all  befide  malignant  found. 
From  Pontus  to  Egyptian  ground. 
Here,  amid  foothing  folitude. 
In  vales  romantic,  filent,  rude. 
Religion,  Ihrin'd  in  holy  walls. 
And  watching  every  bead  that  falls. 
Shall  wean  the  beating  heart  from  pain. 
Shall  fl^ill  the  wild  tumultuous  vein. 
Shall  fpread  around  the  faded  face 
Her  holy  calm,  her  folemn  grace. 
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And  touch  the  foul  with  heavenly  fires 
Midil  echoing  illes  and  raptur'd  quires. 

O  Wye,  who  wandering  dark  below 
The  towery  cliff's  projeding  brow, 
Behold'ft  the  noontide  fliadows  fweep 
The  woods  that  veil  the  funny  fteep ; 
By  winter  moons  though  Bards  of  yore. 
Roaming  thy  wild  refounding  fhore. 
Sung  to  the  warrior's  fancied  ghofis 
Of  foemen  flain  on  Camber's  coafts, 
Whofe  bones  are  fpread  o'er  Clyder's  fide  j 
Whofe  blood  hath  crimfon'd  Yflwith's  tide  5 
Yet  holier  founds,  and  fcenes  divine, 
O  Wye,  O  hallow'd  Wye,  are  thine  j 
Thy  banks  by  holy  men  are  trod. 
Who  mufe  in  iilent  hour  on  God. 
The  taper  d  temple's  midnight  gleam 
03 
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Glitters  along  thy  trembling  ftream  : 
O'er  eallern  cliffs,  embrown'd  in  night. 
The  ri/ing  moon  with  foften'd  light 
Falls  mellowing  down  the  hoary  pile. 
And  ftreams  along  the  pillar'd  ifle. 
And  he,  who  from  Briftowa's  fpringg 
Up  to  yon  high  caftle  brings 
What  from  far  climes,  of  rich  and  rare, 
Antwerp's  princely  merchants  bear. 
Between  thy  woods,  and  wild  rocks  hoar. 
Reclining  reds  his  lifted  oar. 
And  hears  from  quires  to  rapture  given 
The  matin  fong  afcend  to  heaven. 

Adieu,  ye  holy  men  :— I  go 
To  guilty  crowds,  and  fcenes  of  woe. 
Yet  oft,  to  filent  virtue  true, 
Thefe  warbling  Itrings  fhall  found  of  you. 
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Ah !  holy  men,  when  o'er  my  grave 
December's  fnowy  whirlwinds  rave. 
May  my  harp,  with  rapture  new. 
Be  firuck  in  happier  worlds  to  you. 
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ODE  m. 

TO   SPRING. 

1. 

LjO  !  backward  to  the  northern  fky 
The  ftorms  o'er  Cumbrian  mountains  fly. 

And  fling  their  parting  gloom  profound : 
While  Spring  from  her  celeftial  bowers. 
Led  by  the  fweetly-fmiling  Hours, 

Defcends  with  rofeate  garlands  crown'd  ; 
Before  her  fliines  the  morning  ftar; 

Gay  Youtli,  a  flowery-kirtled  boy. 
Sports  at  her  fide  j  while  thron'd  in  fiery  car 
The  Sun  comes  blazing  forth,  and  fills  the  world  with 

joy. 
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3. 

When  long  hath  rag'd  the  northern  blaft. 
Sad  mills  the  deaden'd  world  o'ercaft. 

And  wild  the  whirling  fnows  have  blown  j 
Each  tender  faint-appearing  green. 
Each  flower  with  eager  joy  is  feen. 

On  funny  bank  at  random  thrown  : 
Hail,  early  bloom,  and  budding  fpray. 
And  hills  in  purer  light  array 'd  ; 
Hail,  nature's  muflc  wild,  that  cheers  my  way 
From  marge  of  winding  ftream,  or  venerable  Ihade. 
3. 
Bear  me,  in  morning's  beauteous  beams. 
To  meads  and  dells  and  glittering  ftreams ; 

Paft  is  the  winter's  dreary  tide : 
Thy  vales,  O  Ifis,  I  explore : 
With  whiten'd  fail,  and  fparkling  oar. 

Between  thy  willow'd  banks  I  glide  j 
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Or  mounting  leave  the  cryrtal  flood. 
And  gaze  from  fome  romantic  fteep 
"Wide  plain,  apd  hills  remote,  and  vale,  and  wood. 
Where  cheering  funfliine  ftreams,  or  pafling  iliadows 
fweep. 

4. 
Where  is  the  heart  that  does  not  glow 
Through  being's  varied  tracts  below  ? 

Hark  I  thoufand  cheerfiil  carols  found. 
See  joy  illumes  the  aged  cheek  j 
And  lo !  Difeafe,  whom  wan  and  weak 
Winter  in  chamber-gloom  had  bomid. 
Comes  forth  at  gratefiil  noon  of  day. 
Lifts  to  the  fun  her  faded  eye. 
Feels  cheering  o'er  her  frame  the  breezes  play. 
And  gazes,  touch'd  with  joy,  the  wide-expanded 
ncy. 
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5. 

Smile  on,  fweet  tide ;  O  blefs  the  earth 
With  love,  with  harmony,  with  mirth. 

As  on  the  great  creating  mom : 
When  firft  the  globe  from  darknefs  fprung. 
And  radiant  orbs  in  air  were  hung. 

And  man,  great  nature's  lord,  was  bom, 
Twas  Spring,  'twas  univerfal  Spring  : 

She  wanton'd  wild  in  Paradife, 
Nor  ceas'd  o'er  hill  and  wooded  vale  to  fling 
Fragrance  and  bloom,  and  blefs'd  with  golden  light 

the  fkies. 
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ODE  IV. 


TO    SUMMER. 


What  vifion  in  a  flood  of  light 
Burfts  forth  infufferably  bright  ? 
"  I  am  Summer  :  through  the  Iky 
"  See  my  golden  trefles  fly ; 
**  Tawny  daughter  of  the  fun, 
"  Round  tlie  changeful  globe  I  run. 
"  Fear  not  gloomy  Winter's  frown  j 
"  Earth,  air,  and  feas  are  all  my  own : 
'*  When  I  breathe,  and  when  I  fmile, 
"  The  fnowy  whirlwind  flies  your  ifle. 
"  Or  fliould  a  deepening  ftorm 
**  The  alter'd  noon  deform. 
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"  While  terror  o'er  the  darken'd  landfcape  reigns  j 
"  I  caft"  abroad  my  beams, 
"  Again  the  funfhine  ftrearas ; 
"  The  woods  and  valleys  ring  with  fweeter  flrains, 
"  More  balmy  breathes  the  air,  more  verdant  £raile 
"  the  plains. 

2. 
'*  From  where  the  fwarthy  favage  bands 
*'  Bafk  on  Afric's  fiery  fands  j 
"  From  where  the  fpicy  forefls  rife 
"  Midft  fiercer  funs  and  burning  ikies  j 
"  I  come  with  temper'd  warmtli  to  fmile 
"  On  this  fea-encircled  iflej 
*'  To  charm  the  gales,  to  green  the  bowers, 
"  And  fweeten  wood  and  wild  with  flowers  i 
"  And  having  with  delightful  ray 
'*  Brighten'd  many  a  beauteous  day, 
*'  I  coam  the  lengthening  inain. 
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**  And  blefs  thofe  climes  again, 
*'  Where  in  the  breeze  the  cool  Bananas  play; 
"  Where  many  a  wooded  fteep 
**  Towers  o'er  the  Ibuthem  deep  j 
"  And  the  mild  native,  innocently  gay, 
"  Sports  in  his  light  canoe,  and  dances  life  away. 
3. 
"  Tis  mine  to  blefs  the  fruitful  vales  j 
**  With  fragrance  I  enrich  the  gales ; 
*'  I  bid  the  mellowing  orchard  fhine  j 
"  I  purple  o'er  the  cluftering  vine  j 
"  I  dart  my  rays,  and  deep  below 
"  The  gems  within  the  mountains  glow  , 
"  I  flame,  and  murmuring  myriads  ilream, 
"  Peopling  the  prolific  beam. 
"  And  but  for  my  efl'ulgent  ray, 
"  That  darts  intolerable  day, 

"  The  groves,  that  ihadowy  wave. 
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"  The  dim  dew-dropping  cave> 
*'  Would  no  refrelhing  charm  to  man  fupply } 
"  Who  on  the  mountain's  brow, 
**  While  cooling  breezes  blow, 
"  O'er-arch'd  by  lofty  branching  elms  would  lie, 
"  Save  when  with  noontide  blaze  I  fill  the  burning 
"  Iky  ? 

4. 
"  Hail,  Britain,  lovelieft  land,  tliat  gleams 
"  Beneath  my  all-enlivening  beams. 
"  For  though  I  breathe  my  hotteft  gales, 
"  And  blaze  unclouded  on  thy  vales, 
"  Yet  ftill  the  fovmt  its  coolnefs  flings, 
"  And  ftiU  the  verdant  herbage  fprings. 
"  What  though  I  taint  Egyptian  earth, 
"  And  give  to  Indian  ferpents  birth, 
*'  Here  fweets  innoxious  I  difpenfe, 
"  And  but  with  pleafure  touch  the  fenfe. 
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*'  Not  Tempe's  beauteous  waves, 

"  Nor  thofe  Sicilian  caves, 
"  The  Doric  Bard's  romantic  haunts  of  yore, 

"  Are  more  my  fond  delight, 

*'  Than  Nuneham's  elmy  height, 
*'  Or  pleafant  Devon's  fairy-peopled  {hore, 
**  Or  where  o'er  Cambrian  vales  the  fhadowy  moun- 

**  tains  foar." 
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ODE   V. 


TO    AUTUMxV, 


ibWELL  the  carol,  in  the  dance 
Bid  the  twinkling  feet  advance  j 
Autumn  rules  flie  funny  day, 
Temper'd,  grateful,  bounteous,  gay. 
Bright  her  auburn  trefles  ftiine. 
Wreath' d  by  the  purple  clulter'd  vine ; 
And  her  horn  in  golden  ihowers 
Odour-breathing  fruitage  pours. 

Her's  the  bright  unclouded  noon  ; 
Her's  the  mellow-beaming  moon ; 
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Her*s  the  floping  woodlands,  drefs'd 
In  their  richeft,  gayeft  veil ; 
Where  on  Wichwood's  oak-clad  height 
Burfts  the  Morning's  orient  light. 
Or  Evening  fheds  her  golden  gleam 
O'er  lonely  Wye's  romantic  ftream. 

To  thy  ihrine,  thou  general  friend^ 
Grateful  realms  their  offerings  fend. 
For  thee,  where  facred  Ganges  rolls. 
The  Cocoas  fwell  their  milky  bowls  j 
For  thee  the  blefl  Anana  fmiles 
In  Columbia's  weflern  ifles  j 
Her  fpicy  gales  Arabia  flings  j 
And  Greece  her  attic  Olive  brings. 

Loaded  from  her  Orange  groves 
Hefperia  to  thy  altar  moves  j 
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Afric  fends  her  palmy  wine ; 
Gallia  plucks  the  clufter'd  Vine  j 
While  towering  o'er  the  Atlantic  deep 
Britain  from  her  airy  fteep. 
Mingling  with  thy  fportive  train. 
Dedicates  her  golden  Grain. 

Bear  me,  fmiling  power  ferene. 
Through  the  Alpine  valleys  green, 
Where  along  the  mountains  gray 
Roll  the  orient  mifts  away ; 
While  blooming  virgins,  many  a  band. 
In  the  glowing  Vintage  ftand  j 
And,  as  the  purple  clutters  fall, 
Chaunt  their  fweeteft  madrigal. 

Then  beneath  autumnal  fkies. 
While  the  flag  in  terror  flies. 
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Lead  me,  where  with  rival  fpeed 
Britons  urge  the  rapid  fteed  ; 
On  Cotfwold's  airy  upland  wide. 
Or  majeftic  Malvern's  fide  j 
While  Severn's  virgin  floods  reround 
The  mufic  of  the  horn  and  hound. 

Quickly  vanifh  at  thy  view 

Famine  and  her  meagre  crew  ; 

Pale  Want,  Defpair  with  deaden'd  fenfe. 

And  widely-wafting  Peftilence. 

And  lo !  the  rofy-bofom'd  Hours, 

Pointing  to  thy  loaded  bowers. 

With  Love  and  Pleafure  hand  in  hand 

Lead  laughing  Plenty  through  the  land. 
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ODE    VI. 


TO    WINTER. 


Farewell  the  fweetly-vacant  hour. 

The  Summer's  idly-pleafing  day  j 
Farewell  each  light  fantaftic  power. 

That  lifts  the  frolic  fpirits  gay. 
Stem  Winter  comes  j  his  gloomy  form 
Lies  flirouded  in  the  gathering  ftorm. 
}^e  quits  the  cold  Siberian  clime. 
And  fends  through  hollow  woods  his  awful  voice 
fublime. 

How  dumb  the  tuneful  kingdom  lies ! 
All  nature's  face  is  darken'd,  drear  : 
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How  frowns  the  earth  !  how  lower  the  fkies  ! 

And  joy  and  hfe  defert  the  year. 
Unwilling  comes  the  tardy  day, 
Unfelt  the  pale  meridian  ray  j 
Ev*n  mighty  ftreams  forget  to  flow ; 
And  wide  creation  lies  a  defert  walle  of  fnow. 

Now  cheerlefe  on  the  unfhelter'd  head 
The  long,  the  darkening  Night  defcends  j 

Now  Mifery  to  her  fordid  fhed 
Her  melancholy  footfteps  bends. 

There  Winter  lays  his  heavieft  hand. 

Attended  by  a  balefi.il  band. 

Pale  Want,  Difeafe,  and  pining  Care, 
And  Solitude,  and  Gloom,  and  fullen  blank  Defpair. 

Yet  to  the  young  enthufiaft's  mind 
Ev'n  Winter  wears  a  charm  divine ; 
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He  loves  the  lowering  eve  j  the  wind. 
That  bends  the  lofty  mountain-pine  3 
The  fnowy  ftorm,  which  whirlwinds  bear 
O'er  deferts  through  the  troubled  air  j 
The  lofty  tumbling  torrent's  roar  j 
And  ocean's  mighty  wave,  wild  dafhing  'gainft  the 
{hore. 

Jn  cahn  Refleftion's  fober  breaft 

Such  fcenes  may  awflU  thoughts  infufe ; 
And  at  the  folemn  hour  of  reft 

Philofophy  may  wake  and  mufe ; 
May  ponder  fad  the  human  ftate. 
Ambition,  Avarice,  Envy,  Hate  j 
The  fleeting  joy,  the  lafting  pain. 
And  Fortune's  changes  dire,  and  Guilt's  demoniac 
train. 
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But  hark  !  the  moralizing  ftrain 

"What  fweetly-folemn  Bard  began  ? 
He  mourns  tlie  defolated  plain, 

Juft  emblem  of  declining  man. 
He  mourns,  in  faddeft  fong  divine. 
That  vernal  funs  again  fhall  fbine. 
And  nature's  works  reviving  bloom. 
While  Man,  the  lord  of  all,  lies  loft  within  the  tomb. 

Sweet  Bard,  rcjed  the  uuhallow'd  lore  i 
To  Atheills  leave  the  gloomy  lay  3 

Another  Spring  can  but  reftore 
What  the  laft  Svunmer  ftole  away. 

No  brighter  blooms  ftiall  deck  the  vale  j 

No  purer  fweets  enrich  the  gale  : 

Not  fo  immortal  man  ftiall  rife 
With  higher  glor}'  grac'd,  and  fix'd  in  happier  ftdes. 
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ODE  VII. 

THE  PAIR  PILGRIM; 

OR, 
THE    father's    farewell, 

W  HEN  tomorrow's  morning  ftar 
Leads  on  the  proud  day's  fiery  car. 
For  orient  climes,  and  Syrian  vales. 
Holy  Morva,  fpread  thy  fails. 
Many  a  fummer  fun  fliall  (hine 
Beauteous  on  the  reddening  vine. 
Ere  again  by  Menai's  ftreams 
Saints  infpire  thy  golden  dreams  ; 
Or  thy  matin  fongs  refound 
Bangor's  echoing  ifles  around. 
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Go  to  Sion's  diftant  mount ; 
Go  to  Siloa's  facred  fount : 
Wander  where  thy  Saviour  trod. 
And  fill  thy  glowing  foul  with  (Jod  : 
View  the  crofs  on  which  he  died  ; 
Touch  the  fpear  that  pierc'd  his  fide  ; 
And  from  thy  vifionary  mind. 
To  high  cherubic  thought  refin'd. 
The  idle  world  fhall  difappear. 
And  God  alone  inhabit  there. 

Where  the  dreary  wafte  expands. 
Where  bum  the  defert's  fiery  fands. 
Far  from  valleys  breathing  balm. 
Far  from  hills  o'erhung  with  palm. 
The  fcrip  around  thy  (houlder  flung. 
The  pearly  fcallops  round  thee  hvmg. 
With  Pilgrim's  ftaiF  thy  footfteps  bend ; 
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And  great  Jehovah  be  thy  friend. 

He  his  healing  wings  fhall  fpread 

O'er  thy  confecrated  head  j 

On  the  wild  Atlantic  deep 

Shall  clofe  thy  dewy  lids  in  fleep  j 

From  thy  trembling  virgin  heart 

Shall  turn  the  Pagan  Arab's  dart  j 

Shall  bid  far  off  his  angel  bear 

Egypt's  peftilential  air  j 

And  when  from  Jordan's  thickets  deep 

Tigers  fpring  upon  thy  fleep. 

Shall  bid  the  famifli'd  monfters  ftay 

Their  rage,  and  harmlefs  round  thee  play. 

"Where'er  tlie  wandering  planets  ftiine. 
Be  all  the  fweets  of  nature  thine. 
May  morning  funs,  afcending  bright 
0"er  Lebanon,  infpire  delight : 
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At  noon  on  gttic  fteeps  repofe 
From  thymy  clefts  where  honey  flows  j 
Or  fleep,  by  cool  Meander  laid. 
Beneath  the  fragrant  almond's  Ihade  : 
.Or  roam  the  aromatic  bowers 
Of  Arab,  after  evening  Ihowers  ; 
While  the  great  fun,  defcending  down. 
Illumes  far  off  fome  tower'd  town. 

Chief  may  the  genius  of  the  clime, 
Converfing  with  departed  time, 
Celeftial  phantafies  unfold 
Of  highly-gifted  feers  of  old. 
The  hills  with  holy  fancies  teem  : 
Vifions  hallow  every  ftream  : 
There  defcending  fpirits  trod, 
ITiere  our  fathers  walk'd  with  God. 
Thou  each  eve  wilt  lay  thy  hea4 
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On  fome  old  patriarch's  rocky  bed, 
Whofe  fpirit  may  in  dreams  appear. 
And  breathe  high  truths  into  thine  ear  : 
At  Paron,  or  by  Chebar's  flood. 
Or  where  Sidonian  Zaraph  ftood  j 
Where  Moria  lifts  her  fummits,  crown' d 
By  Salem,  far  o'er  earth  renown' d ; 
Or  Zoar,  fpar'd  to  Lot  of  yore. 
Saw  heaven  its  fiery  deluge  pour. 
Thy  breaft  with  folemn  thoughts  to  ftill. 
Speed  to  Bethlem's  holy  hill. 
Where  upon  the  darken'd  ground 
The  glory  of  the  Lord  Ihone  round. 
And,  brighter  than  the  ftar  of  morn. 
Angels  hymn'd  the  Saviour  bom. 
And  by  the  foft  moon's  lilver  beam 
Wander  near  the  hallow'd  ftream. 
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Where  the  patriarch  Jacob  lay> 
And  faw  bright  angels  wing  their  way> 
Faffing  through  the  middle  llties  ; 
And>  having  heaven  before  his  eyes. 
Heard  tlie  voice  of  God  in  air 
Prophetic  his  high  will  declare. 

And  when  on  Sion's  facred  brow 
At  Mary's  holy  (hrine  you  bow. 
Remember  her,  who  gave  thee  breath. 
And  win  by  prayer  her  peace  in  death. 

In  youth,  my  child,  I  fought  the  foe. 
Under  Hermon's  dewy  brow ; 
And  by  a  cooling  fountain's  head 
Laid  a  haughty  Paynim  dead. 
A  towering  cedar  marks  the  place  j 
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Seek  the  hill,  the  fountain  trace. 
And,  leaning  on  the  aged  tree, 
Holy  Morva,  think  on  me. 

For  thee  tliy  watchful  lire  will  pray 
At  early  mora  and  fetting  day  j 
And  oft  will  mount  the  cliiF,  and  gaze 
Towards  the  glorious  eaftern  blaze. 
When  the  great  fun  from  out  the  deep 
Comes  flaming  up  the  ethereal  fteep. 
And  bright  his  orient  beams  are  ihed 
O'er  my  lovely  Morva's  head. 
Amidft  my  lonely  hours  below. 
Twill  eafe  my  breaft,  'twill  foothe  my  woe. 
To  think,  that  God  delighted  views 
The  holy  path  my  child  piuiues  ; 
To  think,  that  thou  wilt  dying  rife 
A  fainted  foul  to  Paradife ; 
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That  angel-quires  with  harp  will  wait 
To  hymn  thee  in  at  heaven's  gate ; 
And  thy  great  Maker's  glorious  beam 
Full  on  thy  entering  fpirit  ftream. 
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ODE    VIII. 

TO    ENVY. 

r  ROM  thy  dark  cavern,  where  alone 
Sick  with  the  found  of  others'  fame. 
And  difcontented  with  thine  own. 

Thou  murmur'ft  o'er  thy  wafted  frame ; 
Malignant  fiend,  to  mortals  given. 
By  daemons,  in  defpite  of  heaven. 
Come  forth,  and  fhew  to  the  revealing  fun 
Thy  form,  which  all  fliould  fee,  that  all  who  fee  may 
fiiun. 

2. 
Hear,  while  the  generous  lay  I  found. 
To  meek  retiring  Virtue  due  j 
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Gaze,  while  through  crowds  applauding  rovind 

I  lead  yon  blulliing  youth  to  view : 
Twill  caufe  the  uneafy  frequent  ftart  j 
Twill  pale  thy  cheek,  and  wring  thy  heart : 
Tis  fit  thou  feel,  for  thou  doft  love  to  wring 
Keen  pangs  from  noble  breafts,  by  thy  envenom'd  fting. 
3. 
The  deeds,  which  generous  minds  lament> 

The  frailties  of  the  good  and  great. 
Give  to  thy  jaundic'd  foul  content : 

Their  virtues  only  move  thy  hate. 
Forward  I  fee  thee  eager  bend 
To  learn  their  fall,  or  mark  their  end : 
Away,  milhapen  monfter,  nor  profane 
"With  thy  unhallow'd  ftep  great  Virtue's  awfiil  fane. 
4. 
Ah  !  give  at  leaft  a  Ihort  repofe : 
£e  to  yon  child  of  genius  kind. 
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Novice  in  fame,  he  tlirilling  glows. 

And  warmly  feels  for  human  kind. 
The  world  to  him  is  Paradife  : 
Hope  onward  pointing  bids  him  rife  : 
On  tiptoe  wild  he  ftands  j  O  let  him  fly 
Uncheck'd  on  eagle-wings  beneath  a  morning  iky. 
5. 
In  vain  I  plead  :  before  his  hour 

Ere  ftem  Misfortune  aims  her  dart. 
Thy  whifper  makes  his  brow  to  lower. 

Thy  gloomy  prefence  chills  his  heart. 
See  him  in  cheerlefs  mood  refign 
The  focial  glow,  the  aim  divine  j 
Lo !  prowling  near  I  cold  Indifference  fpy. 
And  Hate,  and  dark  Miftruft,  and  ftern  Mifanthropy. 
6. 
At  lead  the  agents  of  thy  arts. 

Our  nature's  torment  and  difgrace. 
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Take  from  our  kind's  ignobler  parts. 
The  dull,  the  felfifh,  and  the  bafe. 
Ah  !  never  to  thy  fell  controul. 
Dark  fpirit,  bow  the  noble  foul ; 
Perifh  the  wretch,  who,  rais'd  on  high  to  fame> 
Can  hate  congenial  worth,  or  blaft  a  rival  name. 
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ODE    IX. 

THE 
CAPTIVITY   OF   CARACTACUS. 

Beneath  the  Roman  eagle's  ftade, 
Siluria's  captive  Prince  was  laid. 
Silent,  and  ftill,  and  ftem  j  the  conqueror  foe 
Shook  at  the  favage  firmnefs  of  his  brow. 
While  plough'd  the  bark  its  watery  way. 
Sublime  on  Dover's  towering  height. 
The  Bards  in  robes  of  radiant  white. 
With  harps  that  glitter'd  to  the  day, 

Pour'd  o'er  the  billowy  main 

Their  foul-infpiring  ftrain : 
«3 
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Catch,  O  Rome,  in  fwelling  fails 
Fickle  Fortune's  favouring  gales  j 
Flutter  in  thy  funny  noon : 
Night  and  ftorms  will  gather  foon. 
Ev'n  now  o'er  forefts  gloomy,  joylefs,  rude. 
Mid  favage  wolves,  and  winter's  familh'd  brood, 
Tlie  deepening  tempeft  darkly  lowers  ; 
Twill  burft,  'twill  burft,  on  Caefar's  bowers. 
And  deluge  Tiber's  vale,  and  Ihatter  Rome's  high 
towers. 

There  a  race  of  noble  kind 
On  the  frozen  ftreams  reclin'd. 
Slumber  mid  their  polar  night  j 
There  fleeter  than  the  winter  wind. 
On  ofier  targes  light 
Shoot  from  the  fnowy  height  j 
There  rapid  Ikim  on  gliding  fled. 


ODES.  55 

The  folid  ocean's  glafly  bed  ; 
There  from  the  promontory's  hanging  deep 
Plunge,  like  a  meteor,  to  the  briny  deep. 

From  cold  Carpathian  fununits  hoar } 
From  pale  Meotis'  milly  lliore  j 
From  Ihaded  Dacia's  mountain  tradls. 
And  rocks  engulph'd  by  catarafts  ; 
From  polar  gales  that  keener  blow, 
Edg'd  by  bleak  Riphean  fnow  j 
Dark  frowning  direly  grim,  of  giant  dze, 
Who  towering  feem  to  leave  behind 
The  ftature  of  the  human  kind. 

Wild  as  their  ftorms,  and  hardy  as  their  (kies. 
They  rufh — they  kindle  at  the  found 
Of  injur'd  kingdoms  groaning  round ; 

As  with  the  bolt  of  Taranis,  from  high 
They  ftrike  aflSrighted  tyranny  j 
»4 
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They  fill  the  mighty  capital : 
And,  rais'd  aloft  on  her  imperial  wall. 
Revenge  on  haughty  Rome  Caractacus's  fall. 

Rejoice,  illuflrious  Chief,  rejoice ; 
Confide  in  our  prophetic  voice. 
Upon  our  ravifh'd  fight 
Rulh  the  wild  horrors  of  the  fatal  night. 
And  fill  us  with  a  grim  delight. 
Nature  in  a  tone  divine 
Gives  the  dreadly  warning  fign : 
The  floods  arife  :  they  rage ;  they  fwell  j 
And  blafted  realms  their  fatal  fury  tell. 
Dreadly  reels  the  folid  ground  j 
Loud  fall  the  tower 'd  towns  renown'd  : 
From  hollow  caves  and  mountains  rent. 
Hark !  a  warning  voice  is  fent. 
Shooting  through  the  midnight  air 
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Shapes  of  fighting  warriors  glare  j 
And  drops  of  fanguine  hue  diftil 
O'er  the  Capitolian  hill. 
To  thee,  to  thee,  devoted  Rome, 
Prefagefiil  nature  calls,  and  ftemly  tells  tliy  doom. 

Rife,  ye  gods,  who  rule  the  north. 
Rife,  aixd  rufli  in  vengeance  forth. 
They  rife  ;  they  come  j 
To  haughty  Rome 
They  wing  their  furious  flight  3  ^  they  bear 
The  fable  raven  through  the  air. 
Odin  on  the  fated  town 
Calls  a  wild  vindiftive  frown ; 
Tnoa  in  formidable  ftate 
Thunders  at  the  mally  gate  : 
While  GoNDULA  o'er  tower  and  temple  high 
In  vengeflil  fury  waves  the  fword  of  deftiny. 
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Such  was  the  lofty  ftrain 
That  o'er  the  billowy  main, 
Mix'd  with  the  murmur  of  the  Ihores, 
And  foothing  found  of  dalhiug  oars. 
On  rapt  Siluria's  monarch  ftole. 
And  iill'd  his  mighty  mind,  and  fortified  his  foul. 
He  thrUl'd  with  raptures  long  unknown  j 
He  triumph'd  in  the  foe  o'ertlirown 
By  a  congenial  fate,  and  ruin  like  his  own. 
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ODE    X. 

THE 
HOSPITABLE    INDIAN, 

JN  OW  to  the  genial  heat  of  day 
Flow  the  dilTolving  fnows  away : 
Aiid  hark !  the  ice,  no  longer  bound, 
Burfts  on  thp  lake  with  thundering  found, 

Stranger,  ge  ;-^but  fear,  ah !  fear. 
To  penetrate  the  defert  drear. 
Dark  yon  difmal  waters  run 
To  a  land  that  knows  no  fun. 
Chilling  the  unfruitful  plains. 
There  the  ice-moon  conftant  reigns : 
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Long  the  way  :  thy  youthful  head 
Time  with  hoary  locks  ihall  fpread. 
Ere  again  on  Clowy's  tide 
Thy  returning  veflel  glide  j 
Or  thy  white  fail  beauteous  gleam. 
Struck  by  morning's  golden  beam. 
Acrofs  yon  world  of  waters  ftill. 
Over  yonder  cloud-eapt  hill. 
Lies  the  melancholy  fhore 
Which  Indians  tremble  to  explore. 
There  beneath  the  gloomy  fteep 
Lies  the  monfter  of  the  deep  j 
Fearful  Ihapes  in  horrid  ranks 
Stand  upon  the  river's  banks  : 
There  the  dreadful  fpirit  dwells  j 
There  he  meditates  his  fpells : 
From  the  lonely  moimtain  calli^ 
Lurks  amidfl  the  waterfalls. 
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And  beneath  the  whirlpool  drear 
O'erwhelms  the  nightly  voyager. 

Stranger,  if  an  Indian's  cave 
No  enjoyments  for  thee  have ; 
Nor  the  mefliy  net  to  throvt^  ; 
Nor  to  chafe  the  buffalo  j 
Go  J  but  ah !  forbear  to  roam : 
Guide  thy  venturous  vefTel  home  : 
May  he,  who  fpeaks  in  thunders  dread. 
From  AUegh'anny's  gloomy  head. 
In  the  fearful  midnight  dark 
O'er  the  great  lake  guide  thy  bark. 
Till  thy  native  mountains  green 
Beauteous  o'er  the  waves  are  feen  j 
Till  thou  hear  thy  children's  voice. 
Till  thy  mother's  heart  rejoice. 
And  thy  friend  with  gliflening  eye 
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Springs  to  thy  arms  in  ecftafy. 
May  the  fpirit,  who  fupplies 
Golden  funs  and  cloudlefs  Jkiesj 
Lead  thy  fteps,  where  beaft  or  fowl 
In  the  dark  wood  perch  or  prowl  j 
And  bring  tlie  finny  race  to  view. 
Swarming  round  thy  light  canoe. 

Stranger,  thou  Ihalt  diftant  go> 
Where  thy  native  currents  flow  j 
Where  thy  infant  feet  have  llray'd  3 
Where  thy  father's  bones  are  laid  j 
While,  Ihelter'd  from  the  winter  wind. 
The  Indian  in  his  cave  reclin'd 
Shall  joy,  that  in  a  foreign  land 
He  ftretch'd  his  hofpitable  hand  j 
That  to  Tamo's  calm  retreat 
He  led  thy  weary  wandering  feet  j 
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The  facred  feaft  of  friendfliip  fpread  3 
Beneath  thee  ftrew'd  the  leafy  bed  j 
And,  thy  weary  lids  to  clofe. 
Of  tiie  great  fpirit  alk'd  repof«. 
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O  D  E  XI. 


TO   PROSPERITY. 


0  THOU,  whofe  fmiles  thy  favourites  rue. 
Thou  foe  in  friendlhip's  pleafing  guife. 

Though  Folly's  croud  with  envy  view 
Thy  wanton  courfe  through  funny  Ikies, 

1  fee  the  dagger  lurking  lie 
Beneath  thy  robe  of  Tyrian  dye : 

Lo  !  Vice  allures  thee  to  her  demon  train. 
Then  yields  thee  to  Remorfe,  to  Folly,  and  to  Pain. 
2. 
From  thee  retire  Contentment  mild. 
Patience  in  anguiih  fmiling  calm. 
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Genius,  through  green  woods  warbling  wild. 

And  Pity,  dropping  heavenly  balm : 
Thine  Indolence  of  languid  mien. 
Ingratitude  with  arrows  keen. 
The  felfifh  thought,  the  cold  extinguifh'd  fenfe. 
The  fcowl  of  fell  Difdain,  and  coward  Infolence. 
3. 
Yet  fweet  thy  infant  form  defcends  : 

The  little  joys  above  thee  fly } 
Exulting  youth  before  thee  bends 

With  burning  cheek  and  gliftening  eye. 
Laughter  and  Love  from  rofeate  bowers 
Dance  forth,  and  lead  the  fmiling  Hours  : 
While  Hope,  indulging  many  a  blifsful  dream. 
Bids  to  the  morning  fun  her  waving  pinions  gleam. 
4. 
Vain  Goddefs,  Ihift  the  tranfient  fcene. 
Shew  where  thy  pamper 'd  minions  lie, 
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With  languid  foul  and  cheerlefs  mien, 

A  prey  to  torpid  Apathy. 
See  the  lafl  joy  of  life  expire. 
Reft  of  its  fweeteft  charm,  Defire : 
See  exil'd  Hope  to  other  hearts  repair. 
And  leave  a  liftlefs  void  more  gloomy  than  Defpair. 
5. 
Come  then,  but  ah !  in  fober  ftate. 
By  tranfient  woes  attended  ftill. 
To  awe  the  guileful  fiends,  that  wait 

To  turn  thy  chafteft  joys  to  ill. 
The  fun  muft  fade,  the  ftars,  the  ikies. 
And  Man  a  nobler  creature  rife. 
Ere  yet  uninjur'd  to  thy  full  controul. 
Sweet  parent  of  delight,  he  may  refign  his  foul. 
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ODE     XII. 

TO   PEACE. 

Written  October  i8oi. 

1. 

O  FOR  that  harp,  whofe  rapturous  flrain 
Was  heard  on  Bethlem's  darken'd  plain. 
When  angel-quires  to  mortal  fight 
Their  forms  of  pure  celeftial  light 
Unveil'd,  infufFerably  bright : 

So  fhould  numbers  heavenly  fweet 
Thy  returning  prefence  greet. 
Sweet  Peace,  fweet  ftranger  to  Britannia's  fliore. 
Delight  of  earth  and  heaven,  whom  men  and  faints 
adore. 

r  a 
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2. 

Whence,  lovely  fpirit,  was  thy  birth  ? 

Thy  ancient  generation  fay ; 
For  not  within  the  bounds  of  earth 

Didft  thou  firft  behold  the  day. 
Ere  yet  the  light  of  morning  (hone. 
Thine  was  the  heaven  of  heavens,  and  God's  eternal 
throne. 
The  brighteft  fpirits  of  the  Iky 

But  in  thy  prefence  know  delight; 
Order,  thy  beauteous  child,  on  high 
Dire6ts  the  radiant  orbs  of  night. 
When  round  this  rifing  globe  the  ftin 
Began  his  glorious  covu^e  to  run,  ' 

To  thee  the  new  domain  was  given, 
Twas  Paradiie,  and  earth  was  beautiful  as  heaven. 
3. 
Dark  was  the  hour. 
And  dreadly  did  the  tempeft  lower. 
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When  frowning  from  his  blood-ftain'd  car 
In  furjr  rufli'd  the  God  of  war. 
Before  him  hill  and  valley  fmil'd  j 
Behind  there  lay  a  wafted  wild , 
And  Death  was  near  him  feen. 
And  Horor's  wild  and  ghaftly  mien. 
And  Vengeance  pouring  round  her  arrows  keen. 
Upon  tlie  nations,  as  he  pafs'd. 

He  flung  a  withering  loch. 
And  as  he  blew  the  deadly  blaft. 
High  towers  and  ancient  towns  to  their  foundation 
Ihook. 

4. 
Why  war,  O  man  ?  Though  now  no  more 
Tenant  of  Paradife  thou  rove 
With  angel  guefts  the  happy  grove. 
Yet  earth's  enchanting  regions  o'er 
The  fovereign  Maker  ftill  beftow» 
^3 
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All  things  for  joy  and  pure  repofe. 
The  globe  with  charm  delightful  made 
Of  hiU  and  valley,  plain  and  fliade ; 
Round  which  in  fweet  variety 
The  fancy-pleafing  feafons  fly  j 
The  fummer's  breath,  the  fun,  the  (kies, 
And  clouds  of  fragrant  fweets  that  rife. 
And  nature's  warbled  melodies  ; 
Nor  wants  there  Virtue's  generous  aim. 
Nor  Charity's  celeftial  flame. 
With  warm  Affeftion's  tender  fenfe. 
And  Joy,  fweet  child  of  Innocence, 
To  light  the  glifteningeye,and  thrill  the  fwelling  frame. 
5. 
Come  then,  O  Peace  j  with  many  a  figh. 
With  many  a  tear  we  faw  thee  fly. 

Affrighted  from  our  ifle ; 
Come,  and  while  all  around  rejoice. 
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While  nations  lift  the  rapturous  voice. 

And  blefs  thy  beaming  finile. 
Beneath  the  olives  that  o'erfhade 
The  Poet's  tranquil  porch,  O  maid. 
Reft,  while  he  fings  the  glorious  train. 
Who  led  the  van,  pr  rul'd  the  main ; 
The  chieftains,  by  diyine  command. 
Who  rofe  to  fave  a  threaten'd  land. 
And  back  to  Britain's  happy  fhore. 
With  Conqueft  hand  in  hand,  thee,  beauteous  fpirit, 
bore. 


^4 
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ODE  XIII. 


BIRTH   OP  THE  THAMES. 

"  J-ilSTEN  from  thy  coral  cells, 

"  Spirit  of  thefe  hidden  wells  j 

'*  Ope  thy  fountain,  pour  thy  tide  : 

"  Britain's  Genius  bids  thee  glide. 

"  Naiad,  rife  at  my  command, 

"  And  roll  thy  waters  through  the  land." 

So  flow'd  the  ftrain,  when  Britain's  fteep 
Firft  tower'd  above  the  billowy  deep. 
Ere  Brute  from  far-fam'd  Grecia  bore 
The  Phrygian  race  to  Albion's  fhore. 
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Or  Corinaeus  grappling  threw 

From  Cornwall's  cliffs  the  giant  crew. 

Then  blue-ey'd  Spring,  with  wanton  fmilej 

Firft  flung  her  rofes  o'er  our  ifle. 

And  infant  nature  brightening  lay 

To  the  orient  beam  of  day. 

The  Genius  lov'd  his  new  domain. 

The  floping  hill,  the  fpreading  plain. 

And  the  grally  valley  deep. 

Winding  beneath  the  hoary  fteep. 

And  wood,  and  diftant  mountain  drear. 

Soft  colour 'd  by  the  atmofphere. 

But  ah  I  as  yet  no  fountain  play'd  j 
No  river  through  the  valleys  ftray'd. 
Quick  flew  the  Grenius  o'er  the  land. 
Took  on  each  pleafant  hill  his  ftand. 
And  wak'd  the  founts  :  they  gufli ;  they  glide ; 
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A  thoufand  beauteovis  vales  divide ; 
Andj  haftening  to  the  founding  Ihore, 
Mix  with  the  world  of  waters  hoar. 
*Twas  then  Sabrina  burft  to  light 
On  Plinlimmon's  cloud-capt  height ; 
Then  Efk,  and  wooded  Dart,  and  Teign 
Through  Devon  fought  the  fouthern  main} 
Silent  flow'd  the  paftoral  Trent  j 
And  Medway  lav'd  the  fields  of  Kent. 

At  length  on  Cotfwold's  uplands  wide 
He  to  the  Naiad  fuppliant  cried : 
She  hears  j  and  from  a  lofty  fteep. 
That  overhangs  a  valley  deep, 
Midft  tangled  thickets  wildly  fpread. 
Beneath  the  waving  aihen  ihade. 
Like  cryftal  gulh'd  the  infant  ftreams. 
Sparkling  to  the  orient  beams  3 


ODES.  ^9 

And  from  the  high  hill's  cavem'd  brow 
Warbling  melodious  murmurs  flow. 

"  From  thefe  dreary  uplands  rude^ 
"  From  this  barren  folitude, 
"  Go,  noble  Thames,"  ihe  Grenius  cried, 
''  And  through  a  brighter  landfcape  glide  : 
*f  Bathe  the  pleafant  Surryan  Ihore, 
^'  And  Kent's  delightful  wilds  explore, 
**  Through  many  a  peaceful  valley  green 
'*  Lead  thy  iilent  waves  ferene, 
"  Or  entering  the  o'erfhadowing  woqd, 
"  Roll  on  with  broad  majellic  flood, 
"  And  pidhire  on  thy  lucid  breafl 
"  The  banks  with  waving  umbrage  drefs'd. 
"  Oft  on  thy  trembling  tide  fliall  pjay 
"  The  blazing  fun's  meridian  ray  j 
"  Oft  Ihall  the  Iky's  cerulean  hue 
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"  Tinge  thy  ftream  with  tendereft  blue ; 
"  And  thy  green  banks  fhall  ceafelefs  ring 
*'  With  tlie  fweet  harmony  of  fpring. 

"  Lo,  at  ray  call,  to  grace  thy  ftate, 
"  Tributary  rivers  wait ; 
"  Windruih  leaves  her  forefts  brown, 
"  And  Evenlode  her  airy  down  j 
"  With  Qlym,  whofe  banks  the  Bard  Ihall  cheer, 
"  And  Cherwell,  to  the  Mufes  dear. 
"  Southward,  from  fields  of  brighter  day 
"  Kennet  winds  her  filver  w^y, 
"  Loddon,  with  oaken  garlands  dight, 
"  And  Mole,  who  hates  the  cheerful  light, 
"  And  cryftal  Colne,  and  chalky  Wey, 
"  And  Darent's  filter,  beauteous  Cray : 
'*  Thefe  all  their  mingled  waters  join, 
"  And  flow,  imperial  Thames,  with  thine. 
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"  Then,  as  the  ages  roll  away, 
*'  Thy  banks  new  glories  fhall  difplay  j 
*'  There  bright  fhall  gleam  the  frequent  fpire, 
"  Gilt  by  the  fun's  defcending  fire  : 
"  Hiere  giant  caftles  from  the  fteep 
"  Throw  their  broad  fhadows  o'er  thy  deep  j 
"  There  tall  umbrageous  elms  embower 
"  The  quiet  abbey's  hoary  tower : 
"  And  as  thy  peaceful  cvirrent  roves 
"  Through  folemn  academic  groves, 
"  Proud  domes  and  lofty  fanes  on  high 
"  Shall  tower  in  awful  majefty, 
"  Thou  leaving  then  thy  rural  reign, 
"  And  mingled  with  the  entering  main, 
"  Shalt  on  thy  margent's  beauteous  bend 
*'  See  London's  crowded  towers  afcend, 
"  And  halls  and  palaces  arife, 
"  And  temples  rufh  into  the  ik\e%. 
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"  There  wafted  on  each  entering  tide 

"  The  world's  whole  wealth  on  thee  fhall  ride  j 

"  And  lofty  navies  quit  thy  Ihore, 

"  To  rule  the  watery  Neptune  hoar. 

"  Meantime  the  Mufe  fhall  grace  thy  name, 

"  Shall  fwell  tliy  pomp,  and  fpread  thy  fame     > 

"  Far  as  the  rays  of  morning  beam, 

"  And  Idng  as  flows  thy  hallow'd  ftream." 
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ODE    XIV. 

Written  in  July  1803. 

JjRITONS>  why  with  towering  might. 

Furious  as  the  hurricane, 
Rufh  ye  to  the  deathful  fight  ? — 

'Tis  for  Albion's  happy  plain  : 
Tis  for  that  delightful  ifle. 
Where  Nature  wears  her  fweeteft  fmile : 
Where  wantoning  in  flowery  vales 
Play  the  odour-breathing  gales : 
Where  with  a  mildly-temper'd  ray 
Shines  the  fummer's  beauteous  dayj 
Where  Health,  the  buxom  maid,  abides 
On  the  upland's  airy  fides. 
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While,  tributes  from  the  Atlantic  main, 
Etefian  breezes  blow,  and  fan  the  fruitfiil  plain. 
2. 
Tis  for  Albion's  rock-built  feat, 

Whofe  hills  the  darkfome  forefts  crown  j 
Whofe  flocks  in  fleecy  myriads  bleat 

O'er  many  a  far-extended  down* 
Ripen'd  by  autumnal  Ikies, 
Rich  her  golden  harvefts  rife  : 
While  her  loaded  orchards  gleam 
Ruddy  to  the  mellowing  beam  : 
Bvirfting  from  a  thoufand  hills 
Flow  the  plenty-giving  rills  : 
Bright  to  the  fun  her  rivers  fhine. 
The  haunted  Dee,  Northumbrian  Tyne, 
Fam'd  Severn's  wide-expanded  waves. 
And  Thames,  whofe  entering  ftream  renown'd  Augufta 

laves. 
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3. 

'Tis  for  Albion's  wealthy  fhores, 
Whofe  fleets  on  every  ocean  ride. 

To  whom  each  region's  richeft  ftores 
Are  borne  on  every  fwelling  tide. 

There  man,  difdaining  ftill  to  bow. 

Freedom  pi6tur'd  on  his  brow. 

And  valour,  native  of  his  mind. 

Moves  the  Lord  of  human  kind. 

While  with  luftre  half  divine 

Her  love-infpiring  daughters  Ihine 

Beauteous  as  the  fabled  train 

Of  Venus  on  the  Idalian  plain. 

Or  thofe  fweetly  fmiling  powers. 
The  Houris,  who  repofe  in  Eden's  fancied  bowers. 
4. 

*Tis  for  Albion,  glorious  power. 
Where  oft  within  the  filent  dell, 
yoL.  II.  G 
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Rapturous  in  the  infpiring  hour 

The  Mufe  hath  ftruck  her  fweeteft  fhell : 
Where  divine  Philofophy 
Hath  commerc'd  with  the  ftarry  Iky : 
Where  hung  of  old  on  Valour's  thigh 
The  fword  of  gorgeous  chivalry : 
Where  infant  Henry  pois'd  the  lance. 
That  won  the  lofty  throne  of  France : 
Where  Edward  to  the  wondering  fhore 
Gallia's  captive  Monarch  bore : 
Where  Marlborough  rofe,  the  pride  of  war. 
And  ftay'd  in  mid  career  Ambition's  thundering  car. 
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MATILDA. 


I  looked  for  fome  to  have  pity  on  me  ;  but  there  was  no 
man,  neither  found  I  any  to  comfort  me. 

Psalm  Ixix. 
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THE   DYING  PENITENT. 

IjOST  to  the  world,  all  human  comfort  fled. 

And  laid  on  Mifery's  unfrequented  bed  j 

Exliaufted  Nature  lingering  out  her  laft. 

And  bufy  Memory  aching  at  the  paft  j 

To  thee,  my  Ellen,  known  in  happier  hours. 

When  Fancy  ftrew'd  my  youtliful  path  with  flowers  3 

To  thee  Matilda  calls  : — Aghail,  forlorn. 

By  Hope,  Defpair,  Remorfe,  Contrition  torn. 

Friend  of  my  opening  life,  to  thee  I  fly ; 

I  will  but  eafe  my  burden'd  heart,  and  die. 
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Ere  the  high  fun  hath  fet,  beating  no  morCj, 
This  heart  may  reft,  and  all  its  pangs  be  o'er. 
Submiffive  I  await  the  awfiil  blow  : 
Few  were  my  days  on  earth,  and  full  of  woe. 
Flow  on,  my  tears  :  Ah  !  little  did  I  dream. 
When  laft  we  roam'd  by  Eden's  filver  flream. 
That  all  my  joys  were  o'er,  that  hope  had  fled. 
And  clouds  of  gathering  woes  my  life  o'erfpread, 
Had  fome  high  fpirit  witli  prefages  drear 
Led  my  fad  foul  through  each  eventful  year. 
And  bade  before  the  fhuddering  fancy  rife 
My  coming  crimes,  and  long  calamities ; 
Warm  had  I  pray'd,  in  blooming  beauty's  glow 
Down  to  the  grave  fpotlefs  and  pure  to  go : 
Then  in  a  mother's  arms  I  calm  had  diedj 
Then  o'er  my  bier  had  bending  kindred  ligh'd ; 
My  foul,  by  angels  led,  had  wing'd  her  flight 
To  happier  worlds,  and  realms  of  heavenly  light. 
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And  beauteous,  as  the  morning  ftar,  had  ihone 
Chafte  and  unfullied  round  my  Maker's  throne. 

Far  other  now,  within  this  awful  gloom. 
Silent  and  cold  and  lonely  as  the  tomb ; 
With  hunger  faint,  and  wafted  by  difeafe. 
Life  ebbing  out  by  fadly-llow  degrees, 
I  pafs  my  melancholy  hours  :  I  tell 
From  eve  to  mom  the  flow-returning  bell  j 
The  poignant  fting  of  guilt  torments  my  heart. 
And  pangs  convtilfive  force  the  tear  to  ftart. 
No  lifter's  hand  the  healing  draught  prepares  j 
No  mother  foothes  me,  fmiling  midft  her  cares : 
Ev'n  Death,  who  ftills  at  lengtli  the  throbbing  breaft. 
And  calls  the  wanderer  of  the  world  to  reft. 
Though  oft  invok'd  to  ftrike,  fufpends  the  blow. 
And  leaves  me  lingering  on  midft  want  and  woe. 
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I 
Oft  hath  this  heart,  by  darkeft  woes  opprefs'd, 

Sigh'd  for  the  pangs  that  wrvrog  my  parents'  breaft. 

Twas  their 's  the  bittemefs  of  grief  to  feel : 

They  faw  my  empty  feat  at  morning  meal  : 

They  pafs'd  my  filent  folitary  door  ; 

They  walk'd  at  eye,  but  walk'd  with  me  no  more. 

My  voice  on  every  hillock  had  been  heard ; 

In  each  low  dell  my  fancied  form  appear'd  j 

The  wood,  the  grove,  each  haunt,  each  favourite  tree 

Rofe  painful  on  the  fight,  and  told  of  me. 

Hard  is  her  lot,  in  early  youth  who  ftrays 
Through  error's  thorny  path  and  gloomy  maze  :       > 
For  her  the  diftant  friend  forgets  to  moan  : 
Her,  pale  with  forrow,  parents  blufh  to  own  : 
For  her,  in  fecret.  Pity  heaves  the  figh. 
But  dares  not  wipe  the  tear  that  wets  her  eye. 
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The  fpotlefs  Maiden  blufhes  at  her  fhame^ 
And  Chaftity  with  trembling  hears  her  name. 

Ah,  happy  friend,  wherever  flufh'd  with  youth> 
Beating  with  hope,  and  pure  as  heavenly  truth> 
The  virgin  train  in  beauty's  opening  charms 
Beam  all  unconfcious  of  approaching  harms  j 
Tell  them  from  her,  once  innocent  and  gay. 
Who  joylefs,  hopelefs  pines  her  hours  away  : 
Tell  them  from  poor  Matilda's  dying  tongue— 
On  dying  lips  perfuaiion  oft  hath  hung : 
Though  now  unceafing  fmiles  the  cheek  difplays. 
Though  fathers  raptur'd  on  their  beauty  gaze. 
Though  golden  flumbers  foothe  the  tranquil  night. 
And  the  blithe  morning  calls  to  new  delight ; 
Yet  once  let  foul  difhonour's  taint  deftroy 
Their  virgin  fame,  farewell  to  peace  and  joy  : 
Farewell  the  gliflening  eye,  the  unclouded  brow. 
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The  voice  of  friendfhip,  and  the  fecial  glow. 
Their  hours  inone  long  movimful  courfe  fhall  run  j 
In  anguifh  ihall  they  view  the  fummer  fun  : 
Scenes  of  delight  fhall  aggravate  their  woes  j 
And  death,  and  only  death,  aiFord  repofe. 

On  that  fad  day,  when  ftrongly  charm'd  I  ran 
Far  from  a  mother's  arms  to  faitlilefs  man, 
Ev'n  then  Contrition  o'er  my  bofom  ftole> 
And  Melancholy  chill'd  my  mufing  foul : 
I  figh'd  :  I  moan'd  :  I  left  with  bitter  tears 
The  hills  and  vales  that  blefs'd  my  infant  years. 

Ev'n  in  the  hour  when  Folly's  charms  were  new> 
When  gay  pavilions  brightening  met  my  view. 
Though  warbling  fyrens  pour'd  the  witching  found^ 
And  Fancy  fmil'd,  and  all  was  fairy  groimd. 
Yet  Pleafure  palling  ficken'd  at  my  heart ) 
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And  ftruggling  Honour  forc'd  the  tear  to  ftart  : 
I  moum'd  my  virtue's  violated  name  j 
I  moum'd  my  kindred,  tainted  by  my  Ihame  j 
I  moum'd  the  wreck  of  my  immortal  mind. 
And  that  eternal  peace  I  ne'er  may  find. 

With  fliuddering  dread  my  dying  eyes  I  throw 
Back  on  the  dreary  fcenes  of  guilt  and  woe. 
On  the  wide  world  a  lonely  wanderer  caft> 
By  every  human  form  unheeded  pafs'd  j 
The  indignant  matron  pointing  at  my  fhame  j 
My  prefence  baleftil  to  an  honed  name  ; 
Nature  foregoing  her  maternal  care. 
And  rendering  up  my  heart  to  blank  defpair, 
I  fprung,  I  flew  to  guilt's  polluted  cell  j 
I  dar'd  misfortune,  check'd  the  tear  that  fehf 
Gave  up  all  vain  regret  for  earthly  blifs. 
And  plunging  funk  in  ruin's  dark  abyfs. 
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Ye  fons  of  pleafvire,  gaily  borae  along 
Midft  Fancy's  fairy  walks  and  warbled  fong  j 
Ye  thoughtlefs  fair,  who  fweep  with  filken  train 
To  midnight  ihews  and  faihion's  brilliant  fane  j 
Turn,  pitying  turn,  where  the  poor  female  formg 
Roam  languid  by,  and  fhrink  before  the  ftorms  j 
Or  lie  all  joylefs  on  the  chilling  ftones, 
And  breathe  vmheard  their  low  defpairing  moans ; 
Or  feek  at  dead  of  night  the  lonely  fhed, 
Bow'd  by  fatigue,  and  deftitute  of  bread  j 
And  worn  at  length,  like  poor  Matilda,  bend 
Beneath  their  woes,  and  die  without  a  friend. 

How  chang'd  from  her,  who,  oft  as  day  declin'd, 
Arovmd  her  peaceful  bower  the  woodbine  twin'd ; 
Or  warbling  fweet,  to  foothe  a  wearied  fire, 
Touch'd  to  fome  tender  tune  her  golden  wire. 
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How  blefs'd  the  hours  the  fpotlefs  maiden  knows  1 
To  her  the  ftream  of  life  unruffled  flows. 
Domeilic  fweets  her  blamelefs  day  beguile  j 
She  wakes  on  every  face  the  willing  fmile  j 
Sweet  on  her  ear  paternal  bleflings  found  j 
Her  artlefs  mirth  at  morning  meal  goes  round : 
Stranger  to  guile,  vinbroken  yet  by  woe. 
Nor  taught  that  forrow  is  oxir  lot  below. 
She  fondly  hangs  on  Hope's  enchanting  themes. 
And  foothes  her  fancy  with  romantic  dieams. 

I     Ah,  happy  days,  remember'd  with  a  tear. 
In  abfence,  in  affliftion,  doubly  dear  j 
Back  to  your  charms  how  oft  my  fancy  flew  ! 
Each  pi6hir'd  fcene  rufli'd  glowing  on  the  view. 
Dear  was  the  fpot  witli  peaceful  forefts  fpread. 
Where  lonely  mountains  lift  their  fhadowy  head. 
Where  glide  the  waters  through  fequefter'd  plains, 
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And  Solitude  in  awful  grandeur  reigns. 
How  oft  I  wifh'd,  with  peace  a  ftranger  gueft. 
With  folemn  calm,  and  melancholy  reft. 
To  roam,  to  mufe  among  your  gloomy  glades. 
To  foothe  my  fpirit  in  embowering  Ihades, 
On  banks  of  folitary  ftreams  to  ftray, 
Veil'd  by  the  peaceful  gloom  of  parting  day. 
Or  touch  the  harp,  beneath  the  darkfome  pine. 
To  fome  poor  mourner's  forrowings,  fad  as  mine  ! 

Thou  venerable  pile,  to  pity  dear. 
Friend  to  diftrefs,  when  not  a  friend  is  near  j 
O  had  I  refted  in  thy  quiet  cells ! 
There  Peace  hath  fix'd  her  feat,  there  Virtue  dwells. 
Ah  hark  !  'tis  Mercy  lifts  her  voice,  and  calls  : 
"  Come,  hopelefs  wanderers,  to  tliefe  tranquil  walls. 
"  Where'er  ye  roam,  by  dark  Defpondence  prefs'd, 
"  Here  is  your  home  at  laft  ;  O  come,  and  reft  j 
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"  Here  giiilt  is  kno\XTi  no  more  ;  here  forrows  ceafe ; 
"  Come,  children  of  defpair,  and  be  at  peace." 
Like  fofteft  muiic  to  the  liftening  ear 
Flow  the  celeftial  fovmds ;  the  hopelefs  hear ; 
They  come ;  they  melt  in  penitence ;  they  pray ; 
They  hear  of  heaven,  and  tread  the  glorious  way. 
Red  o'er  their  cheeks  repentant  blufhes  glow. 
And  warm  the  tears  of  deep  contrition  flow  : 
Meek  Modefty  her  angel  grace  refuraes. 
And  Joy's  returning  light  the  face  illumes  : 
Bright  Hope  difFufes  her  celeftial  rays. 
And  Faith  the  gleam  of  opening  heaven  difplays  : 
Defcending  fpirits  lend  their  guiding  care. 
Prompt  every  figh,  and  breathe  in  every  prayer. 
When  facred  fongs  the  riling  bofom  fire. 
And  glowing  fervors  all  the  foul  infpire. 
Hymns  of  delight  are  harp'd  by  faints  above. 
And  God  himfelf  approves  the  work  of  love. 
H  a 
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All  facred  pile  !  thy  joys  for  others  ftiine : 
Severer  toils  and  heavier  fates  are  mine. 
I  pour  in  folitary  gloom  the  figh  j 
I  weep  unfeen,  unvilited  I  die. 
No  holy  prieft  my  dying  vow  receives  j 
No  whifper'd  hope  my  fadden'd  heart  relieves  j 
Forlorn  I  die  j  and  to  the  filent  air 
Heave  my  laft  groan,  and  breathe  my  parting  prayer. 
Ah  whence  that  plaint  ?  Does  no  confoling  power 
Upbear  thy  fpirit  in  this  awful  hour } 
Like  tlie  falfe  world,  does  Hope  defert  thy  breafl  ? 
Has  dark  Defpondence  all  the  foul  opprefs'd  ? 
Ah  no  !  to  happier  worlds,  to  brighter  fkies. 
The  fainting,  trembling,  ftruggling  fpirit  flies  : 
There  all  is  quiet,  there  the  afflided  reft. 
And  there  at  length  tlie  penitent  is  blefs'd. 
Farewell,  thou  world,  whofe  dreary  round  contains 
Weak  fleeting  joys  and  ever-during  pains ; 
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Farewell  Remorfe,  Regret,  Difmay,  Defpair } 
Farewell  the  human  face,  and  human  care, 
I  go,  I  go  }  my  foul  is  on  the  wing : 
Bear,  bear  me,  angels,  to  your  heavenly  King  j 
Where  dreaming  joys  from  viewlefs  glory  flow. 
And  purer  forms  with  circling  radiance  glow. 
Though  guilt  hath  fullied  my  immortal  mind, 
Obfour'd  my  nature,  and  difgrac'd  my  kind. 
Yet  is  not  all  the  glorious  work  debas'd  j 
The  Maker's  image  is  not  quite  eiFac'd. 

Thou  high  Almighty  Power,  to  whom  alone 
The  mufing  heart  and  filent  thought  are  known. 
From  a  fad  world  to  Thee  my  flight  I  bend. 
My  God,  my  Father,  Comforter,  and  Friend. 
May  my  hard  wrongs,  repentance,  tortures,  feara. 
My  agonizing  groans,  my  bitter  tears, 
M  3 
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Thy  rifing  anger  charni,  thy  mercy  fway. 
Atone  my  guilt,  and  walh  my  ftains  away  : 
Parent  of  good,  repofe  at  length  beftow. 
And  grant  that  mercy,  Man  denies  below. 
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±  E  fons  of  Albion,  who  with  venturous  fails 
In  diftant  oceans  caught  Antardic  gales  3 
Dar'd  with  bold  prow  the  boifterous  main  explore. 
Where  never  keel  had  plough'd  the  wave  before ; 
Saw  ftars  unnam'd  illumine  other  Ikies, 
Which  ne'er  had  fhone  on  European  eyes ; 
View'd  on  tlie  coaft  the  wondering  favage  Hand, 
Unclad,  and  frelh  from  his  Creator's  hand  j 
While  woods  and  wilds,  where  rudely  free  he  ran. 
Bore  the  rough  femblance  of  primeval  Man  :— 

A  foiin  like  tliis,  illuflrious  fouls,  of  yore 
Your  own  Britannia's  fea-girt  illand  wore : 


108        THE  ABORIGINAL  BRITONS. 

Ere  Danifh  lances  blufli'd  with  ^Ella's  blood  ; 
Or  blue-eyed  Saxons  fail'd  on  Medway's  flood  j 
Or  Dover's  towering  cliflf  from  high  defcried 
Cefar's  bold  bark,  which  flemm'd  a  deep  untried. 

Through  fleecy  clouds  the  balmy  fpring-tide  fmil'd ; 
But  all  its  fwetts  were  wafted  on  a  wild : 
In  vain  mild  autumn  flione  with  mellowing  gleam  j 
No  bending  fruitage  blufli'd  beneath  its  beam. 
Rudely  o'erfpread  witli  fliadowy  forefts  lay 
Wide  tracklefs  waftes,  that  never  faw  the  day  : 
Rich  fruitful  plains,  now  waving  deep  with  com, 
Frown'd  rough  and  fliaggy  with  the  tangled  thorn  :^ 
Through  joylefs  heatlis,  and  valleys  dark  with  woods, 
Majeftic  rivers  roU'd  their  ufelefs  floods : 
Full  oft  the  hunter  check'd  his  ardent  chafe. 
Dreading  the  latent  bog  and  green  morafs  : 
While  like  a  blafting  mildew  wide  were  fpread 
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Blue  thickening  mills,  in  flagnant  marfhes  bred. 
O'er  fcenes  thus  wild  adventurous  Caesar  ftray'd> 
And  joylefs  view'd  the  conquefts  he  had  made  j 
And  blefs'd  Italia's  happier  plains  and  Ikies, 
Through  pureft  air  where  yellow  olives  rife  j 
From  elm  to  elm  where  ftretching  tendrils  twine, 
Bending  with  clutters  of  the  purple  vine  : 
While,  fpread  o'er  funny  hill  and  verdant  wood, 
Stray  the  white  flocks,  which  drink  Clitumnus'  flood. 

Rude  as  the  wilds  around  his  fylvan  home, 
In  favage  grandeur  fee  the  Briton  roam. 
Bnre  were  his  limbs,  and  ftrung  with  toil  and  coU^  ' 
By  untam'd  nature  call  in  giant-mould. 
O'er  his  broad  bravmy  flioulders  loofely  flung 
Shaggy  and  long  his  yellow  ringlets  hung. 
His  waift  an  iron-belted  falchion  bore, 
Mafly,  and  purpled  deep  witli  human  gore : 
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His  fcarr'd  and  rudely-painted  limbs  around 
Fantaftic  horror-ftriking  figures  frown'd. 
Which,  monfter-like,  ev'n  to  the  confines  ran 
Of  nature's  work,  and  left  him  hardly  man. 
His  knitted  brows  and  rolling  eyes  impart 
A  direfid  image  of  his  ruthlefs  heart ; 
"Where  thoughts  of  war  and  bloodlhed  brooding  lie. 
Like  thunders  lowering  in  a  gloomy  Iky. 

But  you,  ye  dames  illuftrious,  wont  to  brave 
Helvellin's  ftorms,  and  fport  in  Darwent's  wave. 
To  your  high  worth  fubmifs  the  favage  flood. 
As  Gambia's  lions  reverence  princely  blood. 
He  made  no  rubied  lip  nor  fparkling  eye 
The  fhrine  and  god  of  his  idolatry  j 
But,  proudly  bending  to  a  juft  controul, 
Bow'd  in  obeifance  to  the  female  foul  j 
And  deem'd  fome  effluence  of  the  Omnifcient  Mind 


THE  ABORIGINAL  BRITONS.         lit 

In  woman's  beauteous  image  lay  enfhrin'd  j 
In  her  pure  breaft  with  power  prophetic  fprung, 
And  flow'd  in  heavenly  wifdom  from  her  tongue. 
Fam'd  among  warrior-chiefs  the  crown  (he  wore  j 
At  freedom's  call  the  gory  falchion  bore ; 
Rul'd  the  triumphant  car  j  and  rank'd  in  fame 
Bonduca's  with  Cara6tacus's  name. 

No  tender  virgin  heard  the  impaflion'd  youth 
Breathe  his  warm  vows,  and  fwear  eternal  truth : 
No  fire,  encircled  by  a  blooming  race, 
View'd  his  own  features  in  his  infant's  face  : 
The  favage  knew  not  wedlock's  chafter  rite  ; 
The  torch  of  Hymen  pour'd  a  common  light ; 
As  paffion  fir'd,  the  lawlefs  pair  were  blefs'd ; 
And  babes  unfather'd  hung  upon  the  breaft. 

Such  was  the  race,  who  drank  the  light  of  day. 


112        THE  ABORIGINAL  BRITONS. 

When  loft  in  weftem  waves  Britannia  lay. 
Content  they  wander'd  o'er  their  heaths  and  moors. 
Nor  thought  that  ocean  roll'd  round  other  Ihores. 
Viewing  the  fires,  that  blaz'd  around  their  fkies. 
Mid  the  wide  world  of  waters  fet  and  rife. 
They  vainly  deem'd  the  glittering  orbs  of  light 
For  them  alone  illum'd  the  vault  of  night  j 
For  them  alone  the  golden  lamp  of  day 
Held  its  bright  progrels  through  the  heaven's  highway. 

When  the  chill  breeze  of  morning  overhead 
Wav'd  the  dark  boughs  that  roof'd  his  fylvan  bed. 
Up  the  light  Briton  fpmng — to  chafe  the  deer 
Through  Humber's  vales,  or  heathy  Cheviot  drear. 
Languid  at  noon  his  fainting  limbs  he  caft 
On  the  warm  bank,  and  fought  his  coarfe  repaft. 
With  acorns,  fliaken  from  the  neighbouring. oak. 
Or  faplefs  bark,  ihat  from  the  trunk  he  broke. 
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His  meal  he  made ;  and  in  the  cavem'd  dell 
Drank,  where  the  cold  wave  down  the  rough  rock  fell. 
At  eve,  retracing  flow  his  morning  road. 
With  wearied  feet  he  gain'd  his  wild  abode. 
No  city  rofe  with  fpires  and  turrets  crovm'd  j 
No  iron  war  from  rocky  ramparts  frown'd  j 
But  plain  and  fimple,  in  the  fliadowy  wood. 
The  fliapelefs,  rude-conftru6ted  hamlets  flood  : 
O'er  the  deep  trench  an  earthy  mound  arofe. 
To  guard  the  fylvan  town  from  beafls  and  foes. 
The  crackling  fire  beneath  the  hawthorn  Ihade 
With  cheerful  blaze  iUum'd  the  darkfome  glade. 
Ofttimes  beneatli  the  flielterlng  oak  was  fpread 
With  leaves  and  fpoils  of  beafls  the  ruftic  bed : 
In  open  Iky  he  refls  his  head,  and  fees 
The  ftars,  that  twinkle  through  the  waving  trees. 
On  his  bare  breaft  tlie  chilling  dews  defcend ; 
His  yellow  locks  the  midnight  tempefls  rend ) 
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Around  the  empty  wolf  in  hunger  prowls. 

And  ihakes  the  lonely  foreft  with  his  howls  : 

Yet  health  and  toil  weigh  down  the  fenfe,  and  fteep 

His  wearied  aching  limbs  in  balmy  deep  ; 

Till  the  pale  twilight  opes  the  glimmering  glades, 

Atid"flowly  gains  upon  the  mid- wood  Ihades. 

But  ah !  unwelcome  rofe  the  peaceful  morn 
On  Albion's  fons,  for  war  and  glory  bom. 

Lo  !  how  Britarmia's  woods  and  hills  rcfound 
With  martial  yells,  and  blaze  with  arms  around  ! 
"War  is  their  fport :  at  day-fpring  forth  they  go, 
With  fpear  and  Ihield,  and  find  or  make  a  foe  j 
Join  the  wild  fight  5  and  with  the  fetting  fun 
Bear  home  their  plunder  j  and  tlie  war  is  done. 
'Twixt  bordering  tribes  eternal  difcords  reign 'd  j 
Not  foreign  foes  thefe  native  feuds  reftrain'd : 
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Elfe  nurs'd  in  arms^  and  prodigal  of  breath. 
And,  reft  of  freedom,  nobly  wooing  death. 
Had  Albion's  warlike  ftates  united  pdur'd 
The  godlike  vengeance  of  tlie  patriot  fword, 
Julius  had  fteer'd  with  daring  helm  in  vain 
To  ifles  embofom'd  in  the  Atlantic  main  j 
Nor  Rome's  imperial  Eagle,  borne  on  high. 
Had  fpread  her  pinions  in  our  Northern  iky. 

Furious  a«  mountain-beads,  the  tribes  engage. 
With  yells,  and  clanging  arms,  and  frantic  rage. 
Terrific,  mounted  on  his  fcythed  car 
The  Briton  hurls  the  rapid  bolts  pf  war  j 
Refiftlefs  fcours  the  plain,  and  burfts  the  files. 
As  mad  Tornadoes  fweep  the  Indian  ifles  } 
While  high  in  air  tlie  fighs  and  Ihrieks  and  ^/oans 
Afcend,  one  general  peal  of  mortal  moans. 
Pale,  panic-ftruck,  and  fix'd  as  in  a  trance, 

I  2 
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The  Romans  (land,  and  drop  the  ufelefs  lance  } 
And  almoft  fear  their  banners  are  unfurl'd 
Beyond  the  confines  of  the  mortal  world ; 
And  more  than  men,  horrific  in  their  might. 
Dare  them  from  Albion's  cliffs  to  fatal  fight. 

Thus  fought  Britannia's  fons; — but  when  o'erthrowa, 
More  keen  and  fierce  the  flame  of  freedom  fhone. 
Ye  woods,  whofe  cold  and  lengthen' d  trafts  of  fhade 
Rofe  on  the  day,  when  fun  and  ftars  were  made ; 
Waves  of  Lodore,  that  from  the  mountain's  brow 
Tumble  your  flood,  and  ftiake  the  vale  below ; 
Majeftic  Skiddaw,  round  whofe  tracklefs  fteep 
Mid  the  bright  funfhine  darkfome  tempefts  fweep  j 
To  you  the  patriot  fled  :  his  native  land 
He  fpum'd,  when  proffer 'd  by  a  conqueror's  hand  j 
In  you  to  roam  at  large ;  to  lay  his  head 
On  the  bleak  rock;  unclad,  unhous'd,  unfed ; 
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Hid  in  the  aguilh  fen  whole  days  to  reft. 
The  numbing  waters  gatherd  round  his  breaft  j 
To  fee  Defpondence  cloud  each  rifing  mom. 
And  dark  Defpair  hang  o'er  the  years  unborn : 
Yet  here,  ev'n  here,  he  greatly  dar'd  to  lie. 
And  drain  the  lufcious  dregs  of  liberty  ; 
Outcaft  of  natvwe,  fainting,  wafted,  wan. 
To  breathe  an  air  his  own,  and  live  a  Man. 

But  when  with  conqueft  crown'd,  he  taught  his  fo^» 
What  free-bom  man  on  free-bom  man  beftows. 
He,  in  the  pride  and  infolence  of  war, 
Ne'er  bound  the  indignant  captive  to  his  car ) 
Nor  with  ignoble  toils  or  fervile  chains 
Debas'd  the  blood,  that  fwells  the  hero's  veins  j 
Nor  meanly  barter'd  for  unwortliy  gold 
The  foul,  that  animates  the  human  mould  : 
But  reverenc'd  kindred  valour,  tliough  o'ertlirown ; 
13 
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Difdain'd  to  hear  a  warrior  meanly  moan ; 
Gave  him  to  die  j  and  by  the  generous  blow 
Reftor  d  that  freedom  he  had  loft  below. 

For  fimple  nature  taught  his  foul  to  rife 
To  nobler  powers,  and  realms  beyond  the  fkies. 

Though  to  his  view  the  Almighty  voice  had  ne'er 
Stay'd  the  proud  fun  amid  his  bright  career  j 
Pour'd  from  the  flinty  rock  the  ciyftal  ftream ; 
Or  ihed  on  fightlefs  eyes  the  gladfome  beam  j 
Bad  the  deep  waters  of  the  main  divide. 
And  ope  an  highway  tlarough  the  pathlefs  tide ; 
Or  ftifFen'd  corfes,  cold  and  pale  in  death, 
Bluih  with  new  life,  and  heave  again  with  breath  ! 
Yet  gazing  round  him  he  beheld  the  (Jod 
Hold  in  all  nature's  works  his  dread  abode ) 
Serenely  foft  beam  in  the  iilver  moon. 
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Burn  full  effulgent  in  the  blaze  of  noon. 
Frown  on  the  dark  wing  of  the  ftorm  reclm'd. 
Speak  in  tlie  thunder,  ride  upon  the  wind. 
And  from  the  rending  earthquake  dreadly  call. 
Shaking  tlie  deep  foundiitions  of  the  ball. 

Hence  Superftition  fprung  in  elder  time. 
Wild  as  the  foil,  and  gloon^y  as  the  clime. 

Midfl  rocks  and  waves  the  grove  tremendous  rofe : 
O'er  tlie  rude  altars  hung  in  dread  repofe 
A  twilight  pale  j  like  the  dun  fickly  noon. 
When  the  mid-fun  retires  behind  the  moon. 
From  founding  caverns  rufh'd  the  darklome  flood ; 
Each  antique  trunk  was  ftaln'd  with  human  blood. 
*Twas  fung,  that  birds  in  terror  fled  the  Ihade  j 
That  lightnings  harmlefs  round  the  branches  play'd  j 
And,  in  the  hour  of  fate,  the  central  oak 
»4 
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Shook  with  the  fpirit  of  tlie  God,  and  fpoke. 
The  Roman  check'd  awhile  hi?  conquering  band. 
And  dropp'd  the  imperial  Eagle  from  his  hand  j 
And  feem'd,  while  fhuddering  borne  on  Mona's  wood. 
To  tread  the  confines  of  the  Stygian  flood. 

Dire  were  the  rites,  that  there  enchain'd  the  mind. 
Bane  of  the  foul,  and  fliame  of  man's  high  kind ! 
Twas  deem'd,  the  circles  of  the  waving  wand. 
The  myllic  figures,  and  the  muttering  band. 
Holding  o'er  natiore's  works  refiftlefs  fway, 
CoutroH'd  the  Lord  and  Maker  of  the  day. 
Rocks,  by  infernal  fpells  and  magic  prayer. 
Shook  from  their  bafe,  and  trembled  high  in  air  j 
The  blafted  ftars  their  fading  light  withdrew ; 
The  labouring  moon  flied  down  a  baleful  dew ; 
Spirits  of  hell  aerial  dances  led  j 
And  rifted  graves  gave  up  the  pale  cold  dead. 
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Imperial  Man,  creation's  lord  and  pride. 

To  crown  the  facriiicial  horrors,  died ; 

That  Hefas,  direly  pleas' d^  in  joyous  mood. 

Might  flefli  their  fword,  and  glut  their  fcythes  with 

blood  J 
And  Taranis,  amidll  his  tempefts,  fmile. 
And  roll  innocuous  thunder  o'er  their  ifle. 

Hail,  heav'n-bom  Seers,  whofe  magic  fingers  ilrung 
The  Cambrian  lyre  j  who  Locrine's  triumphs  fung 
To  the  dark  liaunts  of  Snowdon's  icy  caves, 
Piinlimmon's  cliffs,  and  Deva's  haunted  waves  > 
Or  where,  as  Vaga  roll'd  her  winding  flood. 
High  on  the  gray  rocks  wav'd  the  hanging  wood. 
Ye,  wandering  frequent  by  romantic  ftreams, 
"With  harps,  that  glitter'd  to  the  moon's  pale  beams. 
Sooth' d  by  your  midnight  hymns  the  warrior's  ghoft, 
Whofe  cold  bones  whiten'd  Arvon's  dreary  coaft. 
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Ye  fung  the  courfes  of  the  wandering  moon  ; 
The  fun-beara  darken'd  in  the  blaze  of  noon  j 
The  ftars  unerring  in  their  glittering  fpheres  j 
The  fure  proceffion  of  the  circling  years  ; 
And  the  dread  Powers,  that  rule  the  world  on  high. 
And  hold  celeftial  fynods  in  tlie  fky. 
When  hoftile  nations  met  with  barbarous  clang. 
And  the  wild  heath  with  yelling  fquadrons  rang  j 
When  beams  of  light  from  fenied  lances  ftream'd. 
And  vivid  flalhes  o'er  tlie  high  heavens  gleam'd  j 
Fir  d  by  your  magic  fongs,  the  Briton  pour'd 
A  tenfold  fury  j  dar'd  the  uplifted  fword  j 
Envy'd  the  ihades  of  chiefs  in  battle  flain  ; 
And  burn'd  to  join  them  on  the  ethereal  plain. 
For  warrior-fouls,  ye  fung,  would  deathlefs  bloom. 
When  tlie  cold  limbs  lay  mouldering  in  the  tomb ; 
From  tlie  pale  ftiffening  corfes  wing  their  flight. 
And  rife  in  kindred  mould  to  life  and  light ; 
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Again  in  arms  fill  the  dire  yell  of  war  j 
Again  to  havoc  drive  the  fcythed  car  : 
Till  earth  and  air  and  feas  Ihould  fink  in  flame. 
The  fiery  deluge  melting  nature's  fi:ame  : 
When,  amidft  blazing  orbs,  the  warrior-foul. 
Borne  through  the  milky  way  and  ftarry  pole. 
Would  painlefs  tenant  through  eternal  years 
Manfions  of  pureft  blifs  in  brighter  fpheres  j 
In  warlike  fports  engage  its  kindred  fhades. 
Tame  the  wild  fteeds,  and  brandilh  gleaming  blades ; 
Or  hear  with  kindling  blood,  and  fouls  on  fire. 
The  high  romantic  ftrains  of  Cadwall's  lyre. 

In  Albion's  ancient  days,  midft  northern  fnows. 
Hardy  and  bold,  immortal  Freedom  rofe. 
She  roam'd  the  founding  margin  of  the  deep, 
Conway's  wild  bank,  and  Cader's  craggy  lleep : 
A  bloody  wolf-fkin  o'er  her  back  was  fpread  ,• 
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An  axe  (he  bore;  and  wild  weeds  grac'd  her  head. 
On  Snowdon's  cliflTs  reclin'd,  Ihe  watch'd  on  high 
The  tempeft-driven  clouds,  that  crofs'd  the  Iky  j 
Or  caught  witli  liftening  ear  the  founding  gale. 
When  the  dread  war-fong  fhook  the  diftant  dale. 
At  battle's  clofe  fhe  roam'd  the  enfanguin'd  plain. 
And  gaz'd  the  threatening  afpe6te  of  the  (lain. 
Now  from  ignoble  floth  fhe  rarely  rofe. 
For  favage  Freedom  finks  to  mute  repofe  j 
Now  to  wild  joys,  and  tlie  bowl's  maddening  powers. 
Gave  up  the  torpid  fenfe  and  liftlefs  hours  j 
Now  joyful  faw  the  naked  fword  difplay'd. 
Though  brother's  blood  flow'd  reeking  from  tlie  blade. 
By  tyrants  funk,  flie  rofe  more  proudly  great. 
As  ocean  fwells  indignant  in  the  ftrait  j 
And,  borne  afar  from  Cambria's  mountains  bleak, 
^is'd  virtue's  generous  blufh  on  Caefar's  cheek. 
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But  ah  !  full  many  a  dark  and  ftomiy  year 
She  dropp'd  o'er  Albion's  ifle  the  patriot  tear. 
Retir'd  to  mountains^  from  the  craggy  dell 
She  caught  the  Norman  airfeu's  tyrant  knell : 
Sad  to  her  view  the  baron's  caftle  frown'd 
Bold  from  the  fteep,  and  aw'd  the  plains  around  : 
She  forrowing  heard  the  papal  thunders  roll. 
And  moum'd  the  ignoble  bondage  of  the  foul : 
She  blufh'd,  O  Ckomwell,  blufh'd  at  Charles's 

doom  J 

I'. 
And  wept,  mifguided  Sidney,  o'er  thy  tomb. 

But  now  reViv'd,  Ihe  boafts  a  purer  caufe, 
Refin'd  by  fcience,  form'd  by  generous  laws  j 
High  hangs  her  helmet  in  the  banner'd  hall. 
Nor  founds  her  clarion,  but  at  honour's  call : 
Now  walks  the  land  with  olive  chaplets  crown'd. 
Exalting  worth,  and  beaming  £afety  round  : 
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With  fecret  joy  and  confcious  pride  admires 

The  patriot  fpirit,  which  herfelf  infpires  5 

Sees  barren  waftes  with  unknown  fruitage  bloom ; 

Sees  Labour  bending  patient  o'er  the  loom  j 

Sees  Science  rove  through  academic  bowers  j 

And  peopled  cities  lift  their  ipiiy  towers  : 

Trade  fwells  her  fails  wherever  ocean  rolls, 

beneath  the  burning  line,  or  frozen  poles  j 

While  through  unwater'd  plains  and  wondering  meads 

Waves  not  its  own  the  obedient  river  leads. 

But  chief  the  godlike  Mind,  which  bears  imprefs'd 
Its  Maker's  glorious  image  full  confefs'd  : 
Noblefl  of  works  created  j  more  divine 
Than  all  the  flarry  worlds,  that  nightly  fliine  j 
Form'd  to  live  on,  unconfcious  of  decay. 
When  the  wide  univerfe  fhall  melt  away  : 
The  Mind«  which,  hid  in  favage  breaib  of  yore. 
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Lay,  like  Grolconda's  gems,  an  ufelefs  ore. 

Now  greatly  dares  fublimeft  aims  to  fcan  j 

Enriches  fcience,  and  ennobles  man  j 

LTnveils  the  femblance,  which  its  God  beftow'dj 

And  draws  more  near  the  fount,  from  whence  it  flow'd. 
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WhO>  the  bleft  native  6f  a  milder  (ky, 
Atlantic  Ifles,  or  fmiling  Italy, 
Long  cloudlefs  fummers  pafs'd  in  foft  delight. 
Would  fpeed  impatient  to  the  polar  night. 
Dreary,  and  cold,  and  dark  ?  contented  there, 
With  KamTkadalian  or  rude  Laplander, 
Roord  by  the  fnows,  in  rocks  and  caves  to  lie. 
And  but  a  twilight  gleam  at  noon  defcry  ? 

And  yet  there  are,  who  when  Religion  fent. 
Offspring  of  heaven,  from  God  onmipotent, 
Diffufes  over  all  the  human  kind 
Sweet  peace  of  heart,  and  purity  of  mind. 
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To  doubtful  wandering  man  Ihews  what  is  bfeft. 
Bids  him  through  life  purfue  it,  and  be  bleft. 
Then  after  death  mount  upwards,  and  on  high 
In  boundlefs  pleafures,  pafs  eternity ; 
There  are,  who  fpum  the  boon  celeftial,  tofs'd 
By  doubts,  and  in  uncertain  wanderings  loft : 
There  are,  who,  ftink  in  dreary  gloom,  refign 
The  nobler  faculties,  the  pai't  divine. 
And,  little  more  than  brute,  would  gaze  the  fky 
Some  few  brief  years,  and  then  for  ever  die. 
Strange  ftate  !  the  dread  invention  of  defpair, 
Refiige  of  guilt  from  dark  foreboding  care  j 
The  ruin'd  mind's  delirium,  reafon  fled. 
Nature  extinguifli'd  quite,  and  confcience  dead. 

O  mortals,  fcarce  more  noble  than  the  duft. 
While  proud  in  Reafon's  vaunted  power  ye  truft ; 
Let  the  whole  human  kind  your  thoughts  engage 
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Onward  from  clime  to  clime,  from  age  to  age  j 
Think  how  in  virtue  Man  was  form'd  to  fliine. 
Scarce  lefs  than  Angel,  only  not  divine  j 
Then  mark  how  wide  the  reign  of  guilt,  how  few 
With  glory  unobfcur'd  the  heavenly  path  purfue  : 
The  willing  Haves  of  pleafure,  they  debafe 
Their  high  defcent,  and  each  celeftial  line  efface  : 
The  flem  infuriate  chief,  let  loofe  in  war. 
Drives  o'er  the  dying  and  the  dead  his  car : 
Inexorable  tyrants  of  the  mind. 
The  paffions,  demon-like,  convulfe  mankind  : 
Ev'n  babes,  when  wild  affeftions  (hake  their  frame. 
The  deep  corruption  of  the  kind  proclaim  : 
While  the  ftern  favage.  Nature's  fimple  child. 
Shews  in  each  gloomy  deed  a  heart  defil'd. 
In  him,  whofe  tlioughts  are  pureft,  him  whofe  bread 
Bears  mod  of  angel  fan6titude  impreft, 

K'4 
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Some  luring  wifh,  fome  difingenuous  art 
"Works  inward,  ftruggling  with  the  nobler  part. 
And  violates  the  temple  of  the  heart. 
Tlie  Tempter  o'er  Apoftles  ev'n  prevail'd } 
And  facred  ftory  Ihews  how  David  fail'd. 

From  Reafon  think' ft  thou  the  relief  can  flow  ? 
To  Athens,  or  to  Rome  imperial,  go. 
And  hear  each  reverend  fage :  no  cure  they  found  j 
Ev'n  he,  whofe  wifdom  oracles  renown'd, 
Confefs'd,  a  nobler  Teacher  was  requir'd, 
Tranfcending  mortal,  and  by  God  infpir'd. 

Or  fay,  can  Reafon  facred  rites  fupply. 
Suited  to  man  and  to  the  Deity  ? 
Go  to  the  hut,  the  favage  fee  reclin'd 
Near  his  bafe  idol,  Ihaming  human  kind  : 
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Go,  and  on  hot  Arabia's  fiery  fand 

See  the  fwarth  Indian  agonizing  ftand  i 

Go  to  the  mountain's  top,  while  man  expires 

A  vi6Um,  midft  the  facrificial  fires  : 

Go  to  the  fields,  which  Roman  Tiber  laves> 

To  Cecrops'  towers,  or  Nile's  Egj'ptian  waves : 

There  alk,  how  nations  form'd  by  claffic  tafte> 

By  fcience  rais'd,  and  by  refinement  grac'd. 

Paid  rites  divine  ?  Ah,  no :  away,  return. 

Nor  force  thy  cheek  with  generous  fhame  to  bum. 

O  Sceptics,  who  by  Reafon  proudly  foar. 
Behold  this  pidture,  and  be  vain  no  more. 
Refleft,  admire,  confide  3  till  hope  arife 
Of  fupematural  light,  and  knowledge  from  the  fkies. 

View  here,  the  Chriftian  cries,  the  imfolded  law. 
Accept  with  gratitude,  perform  with  awe. 
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True,  thou  exclaimeft,  weigh'd  with  fuch  a  creed. 
The  wealth  of  Indian  worlds  were  light  indeed. 
But  pious  frauds  in  every  age  abound  : 
'Tis  eafy  to  pretend  tiie  infpiring  found. 
Struck  with  unmanly  dread,  to  claims  divine 
The  crowd,  in  fpite  of  common  fenfe,  incline, 
And  pour  the  pious  prayer,  and  build  the  facred  flirine. 
Shew  that  thy  Teacher  mull  be  from  above  j 
Let  Reafon  his  credentials  once  approve  j 
I  bend,  I  yield ;  my  fears,  my  doubts  forego ; 
And  Thou,  great  Power,  to  whom  the  Chriflians  bow, 
Shalt  hear  my  matin  fong  and  evening  vow. 

To  Reafon  we  appeal ;  tlic  unerring  fign, 
Lo  1  fix'd  upon  the  Law  by  hands  divine. 

But  while,  adventuring  on  prefumptuous  wing. 
Of  God,  and  truths  by  God  reveal'd,  I  fing. 
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Aid,  heavenly  natures,  eifences  fublime. 
Unbodied  fpirits,  form'd  before  all  time  j 
Ere  yet  the  hills  appear'd,  or  fountains  flow'd. 
Ye,  clad  with  glory,  round  the  Godhead  glow'd  j 
Saw  chaos  itill  the  wild  tumultuous  noife. 
Saw  the  great  globe  rife  at  the  Almighty  voicej 
The  fun  come  blazing  forth,  and  earth  and  heaven 

rejoice. 
Quick  as  the  glance  of  thought  through  middle  air. 
From  world  to  world  divine  behefts  ye  bear. 
Man  was  your  care  of  old ;  for,  Grod  the  theme. 
By  reverential  oak  and  hallow'd  ftream 
Ye  deign 'd  divine  difcoorfe ;  and  ftreaming  light 
Unveil'd  celeftial  forms  to  mortal  fight. 

1 .  The  future,  all  mull  fure  confefs,  conceal'd 
From  mortals,  is  to  God  alone  reveal'd ; 
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Nor  man,  nor  angel,  prefcience  can  infpire ) 
The  Prophet  muft  be  touch'd  with  heavenly  fire  j 
And  He,  whbfe  coming,  with  prophetic  eye. 
Sages  forefaw  of  yore,  muft  come  from  high. 
O  then,  thou  friend  of  truth,  with  me  vmroll 
In  Ifrael's  volume  the  myfterious  fcroll. 
Lo !  numerous  Prophets,  from  the  birth  of  time. 
Varying  in  nations,  cuftoms,  fpeech,  and  clime, 
Jew,  Pagan,  Patriarch,  King,  and  Prieft,  and  Sage, 
Rais'd  in  long  order  up  from  age  to  age. 
Go  on  unfolding  one  great  fcheme,  and  trace 
Each  flight  diftin6lion  mark'd,  each  heavenly  grace. 
The  future  Saviour  of  the  hvmian  race. 
At  length  the  Gkxi  appears  ;  his  deeds  unfold 
In  full  completion  what  they  all  foretold. 
As  the  broad  lake  reflecting  fhews  difplay'd 
Mountain^^  and  caiUed  clilfii,  and  wooded  Ihade, 
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Mirror  complete  :  fo  in  his  life  benign 
Exprefs  the  ftrongly-imag'd  features  ihine, 
Ponrtray'd  in  ages  paft  by  feers  divine. 

2.  But  not  upon  the  Prophets  reft  we  fole : 
For  lo !  what  wonders  in  long  train  controul 
The  Sceptic's  wavering  faith,  and  awe  the  foul ! 
No  effort  made,  no  fign  myfterious  tried. 
From  vulgar  eyes  deception's  arts  to  hide, 
He  fpake,  he  mov'd  his  hand,  and  Ifrael  faw 
Obedient  nature  change  the  eternal  law. 
The  effe6t  was  inftant,  as  the  lightning  flies 
With  momentary  luftre  through  the  ikies  : 
Nor  feldom  fhewn  ;  for  he  whofe  curious  mind 
The  fum  of  all  thofe  mighty  figns  would  find. 
May  count  the  waves  that  o'er  tlie  Atlantic  roll. 
And  number  all  the  ftars  that  light  the  Pole. 
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3.  Deem'ft  thou  the  holy  men,  who  firft  believ'd 
In  Chriftian  miracles,  themfelves  deceiv'd  ? 
Idle  conceit,  by  common  fenfe  difclaim'd  : 
Who  hold  it  are  as  weak,  as  he  who  fram'd. 
Was  it  delufion,  when  from  year  to  year 
The  dumb  were  made  to  fpeak,  the  deaf  to  hear. 
Glad  on  the  fightlefs  eye  the  day  was  Ihed, 
And  moody  madnefs  heard  his  call,  and  fled  ? 
Could  Fancy  fovereign  rule,  and  Reafon  fleep. 
When  tlieir  great  Mafler  walk'd  the  liquid  deep  ? 
Have  ye  not  heard  that  He,  whom  dead  they  faw. 
Breaking  great  nature's  univerfal  law, 
Afcended,  and  to  wondering  crowds  appear'd  ? 
His  lineaments  they  trac'd,  his  voice  they  heard. 
Caught  from  his  hallow'd  lips  celeftial  lore. 
And  faw  him  through  the  clouds  afcendant  foar. 

Ev'n  in  themfelves  a  heavenly  virtue  dwelt. 


i 
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And  mightieft  wonders  they  or  did,  or  felt^ 
They  check'd  the  demon  in  his  torturing  hour. 
They  faw  their  pafling  iliadow's  healing  power  : 
They  faw  when  he,  who  blalphemoufly  lied. 
Fell  at  the  great  Apoftle's  feet,  and  died. 
They  faw  the  prifon  ihake,  the  maffy  door 
Fly  ope,  tlie  keeper  proftrate  fpread  the  floor. 
And  angels  o'er  the  gloom  their  radiance  pour. 

No  error  can  be  here  :  who  found  their  creed 
On  fuch  convi^on,  fix  it  firm  indeed. 
And  he,  who  weakly  can  fuppofe  the  fenfe 
Deluded,  and  refill  fuch  evidence. 
May  deem  that  midnight  gloom  involves  the  Iky, 
When  the  great  Sun  looks  from  his  throne  on  high  j 
Or  tliink  that  mortals  but  of  winter  dream. 
When  fnows  o'erfpread  the  hill,  and  froft  hath  bound 
the  dream. 
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4.  As  far  from  truth  they  wander,  who  believe 
The  Apoftles  fram'd  a  ftory  to  deceive. 
What  their  reward  ?  If  falfe  the  tale,  farewell 
All  their  high  hopes  in  happier  worlds  to  dwell : 
For  what  in  death  could  wait  them,  but  the  rod 
Uprais'd  in  vengeance  by  an  injur 'd  God  ? 
On  earth  they  labour 'd  an  ungrateful  foil  j 
Aifli6tion  was  the  fruit,  that  crown'd  their  toil. 
Riches  and  fway  imperial  they  difclaim'd. 
And  each  licentious  pleafure  ftemly  blam'd. 
No  laurels  round  the  brow  confpicuous  twin'd  > 
No  public  plaudits  fwell'd  the  kindling  mind  : 
But  blafted  were  their  toils,  and  curs'd  their  Itate, 
By  malice,  by  the  univerfal  hate 
Of  human  kind,  and  all  the  paflions  dire. 
Which  an  ungovem'd  lull  of  vice  can  fire. 
To  dungeons  deep  and  gloomy  they  were  led  : 
Beneatli  the  torturer's  iron  fcourge  tliey  bled. 
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Oft  o'er  the  extended  earth  from  eaft  to  weft. 

At  the  capricious  tyrant's  wild  beheft, 

Stretch'd  on  the  crofs,  bound  in  the  fiery  blaft. 

Or  to  the  famiih'd  lions  dreadly  caft. 

They  flood  the  ihock  of  power  j  and,  brave  in  vain, 

Clos'd  in  untimely  death  a  life  of  pain. 

5.  From  fcenes,  which  fancy  ihuddering  dreads  to 
view. 
From  groans,  which  agonizing  nature  drew, 
O  turn,  my  Mufe  :  the  ancient  world  furvey'd. 
View  over  all  the  holy  Crofs  difplay'd  : 
Then  bend  thine  eye  to  Jewry's  hallow'd  land. 
And  fee  from  Sion's  mount  yon  flender  band 
Go  on  the  wondrous  miflion,  to  o'erthrow 
All  heathen  gods,  and  lay  all  altars  low  j 
Give  to  the  world  at  large  one  law,  and  bind 
In  one  unvaried  faith  all  himian  kind, 
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Needy,  untaught,  unfriended,  and  unpriz'd. 
Their  language  foreign,  and  their  tribe  defpis'd. 
To  eaft,  to  weft,  behold,  they  various  roam 
To  letter 'd  Athens  and  imperial  Rome. 
No  crefcent  they  difplay,  no  fword  they  draw. 
Nor  with  the  glorious  pomp  of  conqueft  awe : 
But  with  plain  fpeech,  and  regulated  zeal, 
Simply  tlieir  tale  relate,  their  faith  reveal. 
Yet  multitudes  with  awe  their  words  receive. 
And  fages  bow  convinc'd,  and  kings  believe ; 
Frefti  converts  each  fucceeding  day  fupplies. 
New  fuppliants  crowd  the  fhrines,  new  temples  life. 
And  as  of  old  tlie  waters  fteep  on  fteep 
O'eiflowing  fwell'd,  till  all  was  one  vaft  deep  ; 
So  on  they  profperous  fpeed  from  Ihore  to  fhore. 
Where'er  the  legions  march,  or  eagles  foar. 
Till  all,  who  view  the  glorious  orb  of  day, 
Jehovah's  name  adore,  and  Christ  obey. 
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Say,  in  this  change  fo  wondrous  does  thine  eye 
No  interpofiiig  hand  divine  defcry  ? 
Had  not  the  Omnipotent  the  labour  blefs'd, 
Miraculoufly  work'd,  and  fhone  confefs'd. 
Who  can  believe  that  all  the  human  race. 
At  the  weak  call  of  ftrangers  poor  and  bafe. 
Would  dalh  their  gods  to  earth,  and  one  belief  em- 
brace ? 
If  fuch  high  truths,  although  no  wondrous  deed 
The  Teacher  work,  through  native  beauty  fpeed  ; 
Alk  of  the  men,  who  bear  the  Chriftian  lore 
To  Indian  clans  and  Afric's  Pagan  ihore. 
Why  from  the  ftrain,  which  angels  pleas'd  might  hear. 
Turns  the  dull  favage  back  with  deafen' d  ear 
To  gods  of  ftock  and  ftone  j  and,  bafely  bow'd. 
In  phrenfy  tears  his  flefh,  and  flirieks  aloud  ? 
Alk  why  the  natives,  innocent  and  mild. 
Of  Greenland's  icied  rocks  and  fnowy  wild. 
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Saw  fifing  near  their  caves  the  Chriftian  (hrine. 
Heard  the  warm  Teacher's  eloquence  divine. 
Yet  fprung,  when  fummer  op'd  the  frozen  way. 
And  launch'd  his  veflel,  and  forbade  delay. 
Ev'n  now  behold,  on  Thames's  fwelling  tides. 
From  fouthem  feas  tlie  veflel  entering  rides  : 
Though  gentleft  thoughts  the  native's  breaft  infpir'd. 
Though  zeal  the  Preacher's  glowing  bofom  fir'd, 
Back  they  convey  the  unaccepted  lore. 
Nor  leave  one  Chriftian  on  Taite's  ihore, 

6.  One  labour  more,  celeftial  Mufe,  remains  : 
Aid  thou,  for  God  himfelf  demands  the  ftrains. 
Though  in  the  lowly  form  of  man  he  lay, 
Clotli'd  with  corrupt  and  perifliable  clay, 
Uninjur'd  yet  as  pure  of  guilt  he  ilione. 
As  the  bright  feraph  round  the  eternal  throne : 
No  palfions  fhook  his  frame  :  tliey,  aw'd  and  ftill. 
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Mov'd  in  obedience  to  his  blamelefs  will. 
Hatred,  and  maniac  Anger,  Malice  fell. 
And  loofe  Defire,  afham'd  her  deeds  to  tell. 
And  Envy,  making  Paradife  a  Hell, 
O'ermafter'd,  flood  remote :  while  full  confefs'd 
Each  grace  adorning  man  his  life  exprefs'd  j 
Humility,  with  afpe£t  bland  declin'd  j 
And  Charity,  who  glows  for  all  mankind ; 
And  Mercy,  pleading  with  expiring  breath 
Ev'n  for  the  infuriate  foe  that  gives  the  death  j 
And  Refignation  meek  j  and,  lifting  high 
Her  ftedfaft  look,  celeftial  Piety. 

Nor  lefs  his  do6b-ines,  fruit  of  thought  divine. 
Full  of  tlie  Grod,  in  pure  perfedion  (hine. 
The  wits  of  yore,  the  glory  of  our  race. 
But  faintly  could  immortal  virtue  trace  j 
And  happinefs,  that  firft  defire  of  miin, 
1.3 
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Like  night  before  the  fun,  for  ever  from  them  ran. 
Far  other  Thou,  great  Teacher  of  mankind ; 
Thy  word  difpels  the  mift^  that  held  us  blind. 
Thou,  of  the  God,  from  whom  all  being  flows, 
Didft  to  our  wondering  ears  the  truth  difclofe. 
Sublime  beyond  what  ancient  Sage  had  taught. 
Or  Bard  in  loftiefl  flight  of  fancy  thought. 
No  precept  pregnant  or  with  vice  or  woe 
From  thy  celeftial  lips  was  heard  to  flow. 
Whate'er  of  pure  or  perfect  thought  can  reach, 
Thy  life  the  example  gives,  thy  do6trines  teach. 
To  check  the  wildly  wandering  eye,  to  ftill 
The  riling  paflion,  to  controul  the  will. 
Was  thy  divine  employ :  And  O  would  they. 
Who  hear  the  Teacher,  the  command  obey. 
Angels  might  quit  for  earth  their  happier  Ikies, 
And  man  no  longer  want  a  Paradife. 
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Say,  reverend  Sages,  ye  who  deeply  fcan 
The  powers  of  mind,  and  energies  of  man  ; 
Say,  could  a  youth,  on  Jewry's  diftant  ground. 
Unlearn' d,  and  by  Barbarians  circled  round. 
Conceive  fuch  heavenly  truths,  know  uninfpir'd 
"What  wifeil  mortals  had  in  vain  defir'd  ; 
From  Rome,  from  Greece,  the  palm  of  wifdom  claun. 
And  leave  to  Socrates  a  fecond  name  ? 

Stay,  vaunting  Infidel !  withhold  thy  hand  j 
Wave  not  o'er  yonder  fane  thy  fiery  brand. 
The  pile  encompafs'd  by  a  madden'd  throng. 
The  ifles  re-echoing  thy  blafpheming  tongue : 
Mortal  thou  art,  and  not  from  error  free  : 
Thy  thoughts  may  wander :  truth  may  reft  witli  me. 
If  I  deluded  err,  and  if  on  high 
There  dwell  no  thundering  God,  that  rules  the  fky  j 
If  only  firom  the  duft  we  drew  our  birth, 
14 
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And  dead,  fliall  lofe  the  foul,  and  mix  with  earth  j 

Is  faith  my  foe  ?-^It  bids  me  put  all  truft 

In  good,  be  humble,  merciful,  and  juft. 

Supports  in  ficknefs,  folaces  in  woes. 

And  o'er  the  gloom  of  life  a  cheering  funbeam 

tlirowg. 
Deceive  it  cannot : — ere  its  dream  be  o'er, 
Senfe  will  be  fled,  exiflence  be  no  more : 
And  what  to  me,  extinguilh'd  in  the  tomb. 
Can  difappointment  bring  of  pain  or  gloom  ? 

But  thou,  in  error  flumbering,  think,  O  think, 
Muft  wake  at  length  on  a  tremendous  brink. 
The  trump  ftiall  found  j  the  fire's  all-wafting  power 
The  earth  witli  all  its  circling  orbs  devour ; 
The  dead  of  every  age  and  every  clime 
Shall  leave  their  graves,  fliall  wing  their  way  fub- 
lime; 
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Shall  view  their  God,  and  hear  in  thunder  dread 
The  laft  irrevcKable  fentence  read. 
Which  through  eterhal  ages  binds  the  deadi 
Touch'd  through  their  brightening  frames  with  purer 

firesi 
Shaded  with  palms,  and  hymn'd  by  chenib  quires. 
The  bleft  through  opening  files  of  angels  rife 
Up  to  the  blifsful  feat  of  Paradife  j 
While  they,  whofe  vices  foil'd  their  mortal  clay. 
Caught  in  a  fiery  whirlwind,  pafs  away 
To  realms  where  Demons  hold  their  horrid  reign, 
To  everlafting  gloom  and  endlefs  pain. 
I'hou  too  murt  wake  at  tliat  tremendous  hour. 
Mull  ftand  in  prefence  of  Almighty  Power, 
Meet  face  to  face  the  God  thou  dar'ft  deny. 
And  hear  his  thunders  roll,  and  fee  his  lightnings  fly. 
I'lie  vigour  of  thy  (pirit  fhall  remain ; 
Extindion  thou  may 'ft  wilh ;  but  wiihes  will  be  vain. 
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O  entering  then  with  me  that  ofFer'd  way, 
Explore  where  'tis  impoflible  to  ftray. 
Twas  pure  Religion,  when,  his  idols  round, 
Man,  like  the  brute,  lay  groveling  on  the  ground, 
Firft  led  the  noble  thought  on  high  to  foar. 
And  open'd  on  his  mind  celeflial  lore  j 
Train'd  him  for  heaven  ;  and  bade  him,  as  he  rofe. 
The  image  of  his  glorious  Gk>d  difclofe. 
Great  was  its  power,  foothing  in  elder  time 
The  rugged  warriors  of  the  Northern  clime. 
From  feas  which  winters  frown  forbids  to  flow. 
From  mountains  fhagg'd  with  ice,  and  waftes  of  fnow. 
Barbaric  hordes,  pour'd  down  Carpathian  fteep. 
Or  piercing  dark  Hercynia's  forefts  deep, 
Burft  like  a  ftorm  :  the  fong  of  death  they  fung. 
And  horror  from  their  threatening  afpeds  flung. 
Wild  flew  their  fable  hair :  the  fword  they  bar'd. 
And  rais'd  the  finewy  arm,  that  never  fpar'd. 
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On  while  they  rufli,  the  fcourge  of  guilty  times. 
Fierce  as  their  ftorms,  inclement  as  their  climes. 
And  wave  their  blood-fed  banners  o'er  the  fields. 
And  caft  difaftrous  radiance  from  their  Ihields, 
Sudden  they  paufe  :  near  fome  calm  gliding  flood, 
J      Embofom'd  by  romantic  rocks  and  wood. 

The  fane  with  turrets  crown'd  and  gray  with  years. 
And  by  the  holy  croflet  mark'd,  appears  : 
No  Eleufinian  Goddefs  foul  to  rites. 
The  fliame  of  proftituted  man,  invites  : 
No  Thor  with  fullen  frown  in  darkfome  wood 
Sees  flowing  o'er  his  altars  human  blood  : 
But  penitential  fuppliants  bend  in  prayer. 
And  quires  with  loud  Hofannas  fill  the  air ; 
Pure  truths  from  hallow'd  lips  perfuafive  flow. 
And  facred  prefence  feems  an  awe  around  to  throw. 
Amaz'd  the  Savage  ftands  :  new  paffions  ftart. 
New  thoughts  along  the  mind  frefli  dawning  dart. 
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New  hopes  are  waken 'd  :  low  tlie  axe  is  laid. 

And  bloodlefs  in  the  fcabbard  fleeps  the  blade  : 

Tears  burft  ;  the  alter'd  eyes  with  mildnefs  glow. 

And  the  terrific  frown  deferts  the  brow  : 

The  ethereal  fpark  revives  j  the  thoughts  refine 

Within  the  yielding  foul ;  and  Man  begins  to  Ihine, 

A  more  exalted  work,  and  more  divine. 

Hence  rofe  o'er  Europe's  realms  a  nobler  race. 

Of  human  kind  the  glory  and  the  grace. 

Through  fam'd  Hefperian  fields,  through  Gallia's  fliore. 

And  Albion,  feated  firm  midft  ocean's  roar. 

God  of  the  world,  to  whom  is  rear'd  the  fane 
On  Roman  Tiber,  or  Parifian  Seine, 
Or  midft  Atlantic  waves  on  Britain's  plain  j 
Arife,  appear,  protedl :  enough  of  crimes. 
Enough  of  monftrous  horrors  ftain  the  times. 
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Danube,  and  Rhine,  and  Alpine  fummits  hoar 

Refound  with  arras  j  the  feas  are  ftain'd  with  gore  j 

And  war's  loud  engines  fhake  the  Indian  fhore. 

The  focial  fabric  burfts  ;  kings  fall  from  high  ; 

Great  empires  in  ftupendous  ruins  lie  -, 

And  Uproar  fovereign  rules.    Recall,  great  God, 

Thy  minifters  of  vengeance,  ftay  thy  rod  j 

Plant  of  celeftial  feed,  let  faith  increafe 

In  Europe's  wayward  fons,  and  all  be  peace. 
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W  HAT  fearful  fpirit,  far  acrofs  the  main. 
Breaks  on  my  view,  and  hangs  o'er  Gallia's  plain  ? 
I  heard  thofe  terror-ftriking  yells  of  yore  : 
I  know  that  poniard,  red  with  royal  gore. 
Ill-fated  Charles  I  the  fiend,  whofe  deadly  ftrife 
Shook  thy  high  throne,  and  feiz'd  thy  facred  life. 
Again  comes  wildly  forth  j  again  in  arms 
Thunders,  and  fills  the  nations  with  alarms  • 
More  high  ihe  towers,  more  wide  ihe  waves  her  hand; 
Shakes  o'er  an  hundred  realms  her  fiery  brand  j 
Noithward  Ihe  wings  her  courfe  to  Belgian  fkies. 
And  taints  the  air  of  Europe  as  Ihe  flies. 
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But  from  thefe  cliffs,  my  fons,  Britamiia  cried. 
Her  pliimy  warriors  marfhall'd  at  her  fide. 
From  thefe  bold  cliffs,  that  tower  above  the  main. 
And  circle  freemen,  drive  her  maddening  train. 
High  from  thefe  rocks  let  waving  pendants  ftream ; 
Far  o'er  the  feas  let  lleely  armour  gleam ; 
Dark  from  each  cleft  bid  threatening  cannons  frown. 
And  crefted  files  the  naked  fummits  crown. 
So,  Ihould  yon  tyrants  dare  with  defperate  provr 
To  plough  the  founding  waves  that  roll  below. 
Not  one  returning  foe  fhall  e'er  recline 
Beneath  the  clufters  of  his  blulhing  vine  j 
Nor  roam  the  beauteous  plains,  where  Lera  laves 
Her  viny  banks,  or  Garonne  rolls  her  waves. 
Hurl'd  ceafelefs  hence,  terrific  balls  lliall  glare 
In  fier>'  arches  through  the  midnight  air  j 
And  awful  through  the  impending  Ihadows  dark 
Q'er  the  broad  fcas  lliall  fliine  tlie  blazing  bark. 
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Ah  !  haplefs  realm,  to  every  ill  a  prey  ! 
Once  wing'd  with  blifs  thy  moments  ftole  away ; 
Thy  funny  hills  with  purple  vineyards  glow'd  j 
And  Loire  and  Seine  through  golden  harvefts  flow'd. 
Thy  people,  happy  as  when  time  begun. 
Sang  to  the  plains,  and  wanton'd  in  the  fun ; 
Fancy  above  with  golden  trefles  flew. 
And  wav'd  her  veft  of  many  a  gaudy  hue  j 
Aerial  founds  around,  beneath,  above. 
Stole  on  the  fenfe,  and  lull'd  the  heart  to  love. 

But  all  is  paft.     Along  the  wafted  plains. 
The  hollow  vales,  and  high  o'er-arching  fanes. 
Shrill  piercing  clarions  breathe  their  fearful  found  j 
And  the  dread  war-horfe  beats  the  echoing  ground 
No  rifing  raptures  in  the  heart  beat  high. 
Glow  on  the  cheek,  and  brighten  in  the  eye  : 
But  Horror  rears  his  form,  and  dark  Defpair, 
U3 
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And  Fear,  and  mute  Diftruft,  and  bending  Care  j 
Wild  Murder  walks  the  land  from  fide  to  fide. 
And  mighty  rivers  roll  a  gory  tide. 
The  Savage,,  panting  under  Indian  Ikies, 
Red  with  the  blood  of  human  facrifice. 
Would  lift  in  fad  amaze  the  dreadful  tales. 
And  blefs  his  gentler  tribes  and  happier  vales. 

Fierce  o'er  the  realm  the  defperate  Chiefs  prefide. 
And  fpread  the  wreck  of  ruin'd  nature  wide  j 
Loofe  focial  man  from  every  mild  controvd. 
That  fweetens  life,  and  purifies  the  foid ; 
And  back  return  him,  nature's  rugged  child. 
To  roam  a  favage  through  the  wood  and  wild  j 
To  freedom  bid  majeftic  temples  rife. 
And  wave  her  glorious  ftreamer  through  the  fkies  j 
Yet  plunge  their  fteel  in  every  noble  breaft. 
Where  generous  love  of  freedom  fhines  confefs'd. 
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All,  in  whofe  veins  their  grandlires*  generous  blood. 
Beating  to  glory,  roU'd  its  faithful  flood  ; 
All,  whofe  high  fouls  on  lawlefs  power  look'd  doAMi, 
And  what  their  hearts  difclaim  difdain'd  to  own  ; 
All,  who  with  lifted  hands  their  God  rever'd. 
And  fiU'd  thofe  temples  which  their  fethers  rear'd  j 
All  from  their  native  land,  in  dead  of  night, 
Breathlefs  with  fpeed,  and  pallid  with  affright. 
The  flaughtering  poniard  prefling  from  behind. 
And  yells  of  murderers  founding  in  the  wind. 
Flew  to  the  fhores  and  feas — in  fragile  bark 
To  tempt  the  wintry  ocean,  wild  and  dark ; 
Mute  with  defpair  to  hear  the  tempeft  rave 
Loud  round  the  prow,  which  broke  the  mountain 

wave  J 
To  hold  their  defperate  progrefs  mid  the  ftorm. 
And  face  the  fpe6tre  Deatli's  tremendous  form. 
Full  oft  has  Pity,  wandering  round  this  fhore, 
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Liften'd  to  hear  the  diftant  dafhing  oar : 

Oft  from  tliefe  cliffs  has  Mercy  ftretch'd  her  hand. 

To  lead  the  finking  fugitives  to  land. 

You  faw,  while  then,  of  every  joy  berefti 
Cold  on  your  fhores  the  languid  band  were  left> 
No  earthly  fpot  whereon  to  lay  their  head. 
And  wandering  hopelefs  of  their  daily  bread  : 
You  faw — and  round  them  all  your  bleffings  pour'd^ 
Warm'd  at  your  hearth,  and  cherifli'd  at  your  board. 
Laid  on  the  hofpitable  couch  to  reft. 
And  hung  your  fleeces  round  tlieir  naked  breafl. 

Thou  too,  unhappy  Prince,  from  demon  power 
Self-exil'd,  fled' ft  5  but  ah  !  in  evil  hour  : 
For  flern  Misfortune  frowning  crofs'd  thy  way  j 
Malignant  Murder  mark'd  tliee  for  her  prey. 
O  may  thy  foul  angelic  pleafures  know. 
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And  find  that  mercy  it  difpens'd  below. 
Though,  fummon'd  forth  to  die,  midft  hopelefs  pains 
Thou  left'ft  thy  Queen  in  prifon  and  in  chains  j 
Though  on  thy  way  no  figh  upheav'd  the  breaft> 
Nor  pitying  Chriftian  bad  thy  fpirit  reft  } 
Though  Hatred  frowning  faw  thy  meeken'd  air. 
Check' d  thy  laft  pardoning  words>  and  ftopp'd  thy 

dying  prayer : 
Yet  to  Defert  fliall  human-kind  be  true. 
And  Virtue  meet  on  earth  her  awful  due  : 
Ages  to  come  Ihall  annual  pomps  beftow. 
And  give  the  confecrated  day  to  woe : 
The  hallow'd  taper  o'er  thy  tomb  {hall  fhine> 
And  facred  hymns  be  chaunted  round  thy  ihrine  j 
While  pious  millions  at  their  altars  bend. 
And  blefs  the  fpirit  of  their  martyr'd  friend. 
The  penfive  Prieft  with  fad  delight  Ihall  tread 
The  folemn  fpot  where  holy  Louu  bled : 
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There  melting  Pity  of  thy  fall  fhall  tell  j 
There  on  thy  memory  lonely  Thought  fhall  dwell  j 
And  weeping  Freedom  endlefs  vigils  keep, 
O  fainted  Sufferer,  where  thy  alhes  fleep. 

With  thee,  O  Prince,  has  fall'n  each  generous  art. 
Which  breathes  a  purer  fpirit  o'er  the  heart : 
For  lo !  from  Galha's  broken  realm  has  fled 
The  lordly  pomp  in  tilts  and  tournays  bred ; 
That  pomp,  whence  man  with  nobler  thought  was 

fir'd. 
His  heart  was  foften'd,  and  his  mind  afpir'd. 
Thence  the  chafte  Fair,  triumphant  o'er  his  foul. 
Broke  his  wild  paffions  to  her  foft  controul : 
Thence  manly  Honour  touch'd  his  gallant  frame, 
Fill'd  him  with  truth,  and  wak'd  his  fenfe  to  fhame. 
Ye  long  departed  fouls  of  high-bom  men, 
Illullrious  {hades  of  Conde  and  Tureune, 
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Mourn  o'er  the  ruins  of  your  titled  race, 

Yovir  lineal  valour,  and  defcendant  grace  : 

No  more  your  blood,  which  proudeft  guerdons  won. 

Swells  in  the  temples  of  the  ennobled  fon ; 

No  more  the  valiant  chieftain  founds  a  name. 

And  calls  a  long  pofterity  to  fame  : 

But  barbarous  legions,  fierce  and  unconfin'd. 

Arm  againft  truth,  and  war  upon  the  mind ; 

Deride  the  awfiil  wifdom  of  their  fires ; 

Hurl  round  their  fculptur'd  tombs  confuming  fires  j 

And  o'er  the  world  their  darken'd  offspring  caft. 

Reft  of  the  guiding  lore  of  ages  pafl. 

Arife,  my  gallant  Britons  ;  ftem  the  tide 
Of  lawlefs  rage,  and  bid  the  florm  fubfide ; 
Nor  deem,  while  forth  in  warlike  pomp  ye  go. 
Ye  found  your  clarions  'gainft  a  freebom  foe. 
No,  gallant  warriors :  Freedom  is  my  child  j 
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I  niirs'd  the  iirfant  on  my  mountains  wild  j 
Taught  her  of  yore,  with  front  ferene  to  fweep 
In  feythed  chariots  round  tlie  fearful  fteep. 
When  late  amaz'd  the  wondrous  fcene  I  faw. 
On  which  admiring  nations  hung  with  awe  ;• 
"When  legions  rofe,  and  fuming  altars  blaz'd. 
And  an  whole  realm  one  lofty  paean  rais'd  j 
When  ardent  millions  drew  their  fhining  fleel. 
And  greatly  vow'd  their  lives  to  Gallia's  weal  j 
I  thrill'd  with  joy  j  I  blefs'd  the  godlike  caufe ; 
I  wav'd  my  plumy  helmet  in  applaufe ; 
Fir'd  them  with  Albion's  patriot  feats  of  yore  j 
Shew'd  them  my  mountains  flain'd  with  freemen'* 

gore  J 
Pointed,  where  William  bad  his  ftreamers  fly. 
Or  Hampden,  faint  with  wounds,  retir'd  to  die. 

Freedom,  I  hop'd,  thus  burfling  into  day. 
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Afar  and  wide  would  hold  her  glorious  way. 
"With  fancy's  eye  I  faw  the  goddefs  rove. 
Where  golden  Tagus  laves  his  orange  grove  : 
Wavy  with  plumes,  I  faw  her  helmet  gleam 
On  myrtle  hills  that  rife  o'er  Arno's  ftream  : 
Soaring  fhe  flew  to  foothe  the  exile's  woe 
Through  lone  Siberia's  funlefs  wafie  of  fhow, 
Methought,  O  rapid  wildly- wandering  Rhine, 
jfe   I  faw  thy  caftled  clifl^s  their  towers  decline. 
My  opening  thought  in  fweet  delufion  ftray'd : 
Ye  orient  realms,  be  free,  I  rapturous  faid : 
The  founds  now  echoed  by  tlie  viny  Rhone 
Shall  fhake  imperial  Otliman  on  his  throne  : 
Tigris  {hall  fee  her  hateful  Harams  fall. 
And  Freedom's  pendant  ftream  from  Cairo's  wall, 
Ev'n  fouthem  clans,  that  drink  of  Niger's  tide. 
Shall  teach  their  tawny  babes  why  Cato  died  j 
And  Orellana  roll  her  fealike  flood. 
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Red  with  the  crufh'd  Iberian's  tyrant-blood. 
A  race  more  noble  o'er  the  globe  Ihall  rife. 
And  none  but  freemen  gaze  upon  the  Ikies. 
How  chang'd  the  view !  In  Seine's  unhappy  vale 
Lies  wounded  Freedom,  fickly,  faint,  and  pale. 
'  Moumfiil  her  broken  armour  gleams  around  j 
And  ftreams  of  brother's  blood  imbrue  the  ground. 
Caft  at  her  feet  a  murder 'd  Monarch  lies  j 
And  palaces  in  flames  at  diftance  rife  : 
While  defperate  fiends,  to  fpeed  her  rueful  end. 
Have  dy'd  her  lance  in  gore,  and  hail'd  her  friend : 
Around  the  globe  their  plundering  hordes  they  pour. 
And  ralhly  guide  their  prows  to  Britain's  fliore. 

Arife,  my  warriors  :  Freedom  arms  your  hand  : 
Proted  her  temples  j  guard  her  facred  land  j 
Mount  into  fame ;  above  your  fathers  foar : 
My  fpirit  in  your  kindling  brealls  I  pour  : 
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Britannia  leads^  fhe  cries ;  and  as  fhe  fpeaks. 
As  on  her  mind  the  great  conception  breaks. 
She  fwells,  her  afped  brightens,  flaih  her  eyes. 
And  her  expanded  form  appears  to  rife : 
O'er  her  an  undulating  glory  plays  j 
And  manifeft  the  Gkxldefs  Ihe  difplays. 
Advance,  my  fons  :  your  future  triumphs  rife 
Prophetic  vifions  on  my  wondering  eyes. 
No  more  let  Bards  the  iliuftrious  deeds  admire 
Of  ancient  Carthage,  or  Phoenician  Tyre  : 
Hulh'd  be  the  fame,  how  once  with  haughty  fweep 
Athenian  galleys  rode  the  iEgean  deep : 
Loft  in  my  rays  their  weaker  beams  expire. 
Like  ftars  before  the  fun's  afcending  fire. 
Far  in  the  Atlantic  world  of  waters  hoar. 
Or  tlie  loud  waves  that  lafti  the  Belgian  ftiore, 
•  Where  Vincent  lifts  her  rocks,  where  Calpe  towers. 
Where  the  dark  ftorm  o'er  weftem  Erin  lowers. 
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My  conquering  pendants  ftream  :  the  unfaithful  Dane 
Sees  my  bold  veffels  plough  his  frozen  main  t 
Dreadful  I  go  j  and  o'er  his  rocks  are  hurl'd 
My  Britiih  thunders,  that  command  the  world. 
Lo !  tawny  Egypt  ftands  in  dumb  amaze ; 
Lo  !  wrapt  in  fire  majeflic  veffels  blaze  : 
Proud  to  the  Nile  I  guide  my  conquering  prow  j 
And  fhew  the  wondering  Eafl  ray  vanquifh'd  foe. 
Borne  into  future  time,  I  hail  the  fight, 
I  fwell  with  pride,  I  kindle  with  delight. 
From  the  fierce  Gaul  let  Auflria's  Eagle  fly  j 
'  And  Spain  beneath  her  vi6lor  proflrate  lie  t 
Let  Belgia  midft  her  ruin'd  empire  pine ; 
And  Gallic  arms  on  frighted  Tagus  fhine  : 
Unhurt,  unmov'd,  on  the  triumphant  foe 
The  terrors  of  my  riiing  might  I  throw  3 
His  threats,  his  boafls,  his  towering  (b-ength  I  brave. 
As  my  tall  rock  defies  the  boifterous  wave. 
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In  ruins  let  furrounding  nations  fall  j 
t   J  ftan4  the  reftige  and  the  hope  of  all.  * 

And  when  at  length  the  glorious  field  is  won. 
And  the  terrific  work  of  war  is  done  j 
When  Conqueft  bedrs  my  ftandard  through  the  fkies. 
And  (hakes  her  plume  before  me  as  ihe  flies  j 
Here  Peace,  by  GJory  led,  fhall  take  her  Hand, 
The  beauteous  olive  waving  in  her  hand  j 
Shall  fee  my  commerce  fafe  on  ocean  ride. 
And  earth's  whole  treafure  load  each  entering  tide ; 
Shall  find  the  glorious  reft  which  Valour  fends. 
And,  Valour's  generous  handmaid.  Fame  attends. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

This  Poem  was  written  in  the  Spring  of  \79'it 
upon  occafion  of  the  death  of  Dr.  Sharp,  Archdea- 
con of  Northumberland,  to  whofe  humane  atten- 
tion the  charity  at  Bamborough  Caftle  was  emi- 
nently indebted  for  the  great  advantages,  which  it 
now  affords.  The  prefent  Bilhop  of  Durham,  who 
is  peculiarly  diftinguilhed  by  unwearied  exertions 
in  the  caufe  of  charity,  in  the  difpofal  of  the  high 
preferment,  which  was  enjoyed  by  Dr.  Sharp,  was 
particularly  attentive  to  the  future  interefts  of  this 
inftitution. 
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JL/EMON  of  ftorms,  who  com'ft  tremendous  forth. 
Shrouded  in  clouds,  dark-rolling  from  the  North ; 
Whofe  winds  with  defolating  fiiry  fweep 
The  black  tumultuous  waters  of  the  deep ; 
While  to  thy  rage  remorfelefs  are  refign'd 
Proud  man,  and  the  rich  (lores  of  human  kind  : 
From  thefe  tall  towers,  that  on  the  rock  fublime 
Defy  the  blafl,  nor  heed  the  wafte  of  time. 
Demon  retire  :  here  powerlefs  fwell  thy  waves  j 
Round  Bamborough's  fhore  thy  whirlwind  idly  raves. 

Here  Charity  from  the  dark  midnight  fteep 
Looks  down  upon  the  wild  tempeftuous  deep. 
»4 
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The  lonely  rocks,  the  folitary  Ihore, 
And  ocean's  raging  waters  to  explore  j 
To  fnatch  the  fuiFerer  linking  in  the  waves. 
Or  lead  him  faint  from  cold  and  watery  caves^ 
Is  her  divine  employ  :  along  the  ftrand 
Her  faithful  minifters  of  mercy  ftand  j 
While  Death  to  diftant  regions  fpeeds  away. 
And  feeks  on  gloomier  coafts  his  haplefs  prey. 

Ye  rocks  romantic,  that  round  Albion's  fhore 
Tower  high,  and  echo  to  the  ocean's  roar  j 
Ye  hoary  cliffs,  which  winds  aflail  in  vain. 
And  the  loud  thundering  furges  of  the  main  j 
'Tis  yours  the  founds  of  defperate  grief  to  hear< 
More  fad  than  ever  reach  the  human  ear ; 
To  you  tlie  fufferers,  fpent  with  anguifh,  figh. 
When  not  a  brother  of  the  earth  is  nigh  : 
On  your  cold  tops  their  fainting  limbs  are  cafl  j 
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Within  yovir  iilent  clefts  they  breathe  their  laft  j 
In  keeneft  grief  they  pour  their  dying  groan^ 
And  fall  unwept,  unpitied>  and  alone. 

Full  oft,  when  thunder  burlls  at  midnight  loud> 
And  the  quick  flalh  illumes  the  darkfome  cloud  j 
When  rending  hurricanes  the  ocean  fweep. 
And  moimtain-high  afcends  the  fwelling  deep  j 
Whirl'd  by  the  raging  fea  and  madden'd  Iky^ 
Midft  rocks  and  moving  fands  whole  navies  fly  j 
Now  pendent  dread,  as  o'er  a  briny  grave 
Hang  on  the  curl'd  ridge  of  the  whitening  wave  ; 
Now  (hooting  down  the  watery  precipice. 
Sink,  as  for  ever,  in  the  wild  abyfs  : 
While  dark  above  impending  floods  arife. 
And  thundering  billows  burft  amid  the  flcies. 
In  vain  the  needle  points  the  northern  (ky  ; 
In  vain  the  beacon  hangs  his  lamp  on  high  : 
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Ruin  prevails  :  through  every  tatter'd  Ihroud 
The  angry  fpirit  of  the  llorm  raves  loud } 
And  oft  amidfl  the  hollow  founding  wind. 
The  voice  of  palling  Death  appals  the  mind* 

On  drives  the  bark :  at  length  the  riling  rock 
Stays  their  mid  courfe,  and  gives  the  fatal  Ihock. 

And  hark !  in  that  lad  moment  of  defpair. 
Dread  founds  the  burfting  Ihriek  that  rends  the  aii*. 
Then  dire  fufpenfe,  and  fearful  filence  reigns. 
And  the  fboke  vibrates  through  the  Ihivering  veins ; 
Aghaft  and  motionlefs  the  viftims  ftand ; 
Loud  break  the  roaring  billows  on  the  ftrand } 
And  through  the  bark,  terrific  to  their  eyes. 
The  llow-afcending  waters  wafteful  rife  j 
While  every  found  of  man,  that  meets  the  ear. 
Seems  the  laft  human  accent  they  may  hear. 
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Twas  in  this  elemental  ftrife,  this  hour 
Difaflrous,  this  difplay  of  demon  power. 
When  dying  luiFerers  every  rock  o'erfpreadj 
And  each  fad  wave  came  loaded  with  the  dead  j 
That  Thou,  to  whom  thy  Maker  had  affign'd 
The  facred  talk  to  folace  hviman  kind, 
Went'ft  fearlefs  forth  to  fave.     At  thy  command 
Pain  and  Defpondence  left  the  dreary  ftrand, 
Defcending  Pity  ftay'd  the  fleeting  breathy 
And  led  the  hopelefs  vi6tim  up  from  death. 

How  pure  thy  joy,  within  the  breathlefs  frame 
To  bring  back  heaving  life's  departed  flame. 
Hang  o'er  the  fpeechlefs  fufferer  cold  in  death. 
And  ope  again  the  vital  fount  of  breath  ; 
Bid  the  dull  current  of  the  ftagnant  blood 
Plow  on,  and  tranquil  roll  its  purple  flood  ; 
The  blue  fwoln  cheek  its  blufliing  warmth  renew. 
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The  wildJy-gazing  eye-ball  beam  anew. 
And  all  the  fond  afFeiStions  now  fupprefs'd 
Rufh  warm  and  gladfome  to  the  wakening  breaft ! 

Majeftic  pile  !  that  from  the  rock's  rough  brow 
Proudly  o'erlook'll  the  watery  world  below ; 
Rear'd  by  the  chiefs,  who  made  the  nations  fall. 
And  led  their  conquering  legions  round  the  ball : 
Though  plumy  helmets  round  thy  halls  were  hung. 
And  fpoils  of  kingdoms  in  thy  courts  were  flung  ; 
Though  on  thy  towers  the  imperial  Eagle  fhone. 
And,  feen  o'er  Cheviot,  glitter'd  to  the  fun ; 
Chang'd  is  that  pomp  for  fcenes  of  pme  delight. 
Deeds  of  celeftial  kind,  that  blefs  the  light ; 
Such  deeds,  as  angel-forms  might  pleas 'd  behold, 
Appear'd  they,  as  on  Eaflem  plains  of  old. 
When,  guefts  of  man,  their  high  commands  tliey  fpoke^ 
By  grove,  or  hallow'd  ftream,  or  ancient  oak. 
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What  time  the  tops  of  Ophrah's  mountain  blaz'd 
By  touch  divine,  and  Gideon  wondering  gaz'd. 
Or  when  from  opening  glories  ftrearaing  light 
They  Shone  at  Malianaim,  heavenly  bright. 

Peace  to  his  holy  {hade,  whofe  gentle  breall 
Beneath  this  modeft  marble  lies  at  reft. 
He,  to  the  pining  child  of  want  and  pain. 
Or  hopelefs  wanderer  on  the  deathful  main. 
Sunk,  as  to  pilgrims  fets  the  golden  fun 
O'er  the  dark  hill,  ere  half  their  courfe  is  run : 
Tender  the  thought  wak'd  by  this  facred  gloom. 
And  fad  the  look  that  refts  upon  his  tomb. 

For  Charity,  who  feeks  the  lonely  cells^ 
"Where  humble  uncomplaining  Mifery  dwells ; 
AfFedion,  to  a  brotlier's  frailty  blind ; 
And  Love,  whofe  bofom  glows  for  all  mankind  j 
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And  Pity,  welcome  to  the  mourner's  eye. 
As  the  bright  bow  hung  in  the  ftormy  Iky  j 
And  Grief,  that  never  plains  to  human  ears. 
But  wets  the  midnight  pillow  with  her  tears ; 
Thefe  o'er  his  grave  aerial  vigils  keep. 
And  blefs  the  fod,  in  which  his  alhes  fleep. 

He,  who,  like  me,  lone  wandering  on  his  way. 
To  cold  Northumbria's  barren  hills  may  ftray. 
Short  time  (hall  paufe,  where  on  the  wave-worn  fteep 
Thefe  aged  towers  o'erlook  the  cheerlefs  deep. 
And  give  his  holy  fliade  a  paffing  prayer. 
Who  made  the  children  of  diftrefs  his  care. 

And  oft  on  heathy  Cheviot's  diftant  hill. 
When  every  gale  that  fhakes  the  furze  is  ftill  j 
When  evening's  yellow  luftre  ftreaming  mild 
Softens  the  bleak  and  folitary  wild ; 
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As  the  lone  ihepherd  on  the  green  mofs  lies. 

And  idly  gazes  on  the  glowing  Ikies  j 

His  eye  may  wander  to  thefe  fpires,  that  gleam 

lUumin'd  by  tlie  fun's  departing  beam. 

And  Pity's  foft  emotions  touch  his  mind. 

At  thought  of  thee,  thou  friend  of  human  kind. 

At  folemn  midnight,  when  the  bark  fhall  ride 
With  dreaming  pendants  o'er  the  peaceful  tide  j 
When  trembling  moon-beams  play  along  the  brine. 
And  ftars  round  all  the  glowing  welkin  Ihine  j 
When,  filent  borne  along,  the  whitening  fails 
Swell  with  the  fummer's  gently-breathing  gales  j 
The  Pilot,  Mening  to  the  wave  below. 
Which  hoarfely  breaks  againft  the  paffing  prow. 
Shall  thoughtful  turn,  where  dimly  to  his  eyes 
Through  the  pale  night  thefe  mellow'd  turrets  rife ; 
And,  as  he  mufes  on  fome  friend  moft  dear. 


192  BAMBOROUGH  CASTLE. 

Rais'd  by  thy  mercy  from  a  watery  bier. 
Swelling  at  heart,  Ihall  o'er  the  tranquil  wave 
Give  thee  a  figh,  and  blefs  thy  hallo w'd  grave. 

Spirit  of  love,  in  virtue's  high  career, 
Call'd  by  thy  God  to  grace  a  brighter  fphere, 
Mufing  tliy  worth,  may  we  who  toil  behind. 
And  wander  midfl  the  miferies  of  mankind. 
Not  idly  on  the  mouldering  nnarble  trace 
Thy  body's  lineaments,  thy  outward  grace  j 
But  on  tlie  memory  bear  thy  deeds  imprefs'd. 
And  ftamp  thy  awful  virtues  on  the  breaftj 
Not  merely  give  thee  to  hiftoric  fame. 
And  bid  the  facred  Mufe  record  thy  name ; 
But  be  as  Thou ;  and  teach  our  hearts  to  glow 
"With  pitying  love  for  all  who  mourn  below. 

Sweet  were  the  hope,  that  Charity's  meek  form 
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Here  led  by  thee,  to  watch  the  midnight  ftorm. 

Might  glance  her  eye,  and  ftretch  her  faving  hand. 

O'er  every  rock  that  frowns  on  Albion's  ftrand  : 

Where  Cambria's  cliflfs,  that  climb  the  aerial  way. 

Shine  mildly  radiant  to  the  fetting  day ; 

Where  darkforae  ftorms,  that  Ihade  the  Atlantic  deep, 

Comubia's  bleak  romantic  fummits  fweep ; 

And  that  dread  coaft,  walh'd  by  the  fouthem  wave. 

Full  many  a  gallant  Briton's  timelefs  grave  : 

Or  eaftward,  where  the  Iceni  roam'd  of  yore. 

The  Moors  that  face  Batavia's  walled  Ihore  : 

Or  where,  expanded  o'er  the  marfhy  ftrand, 

Tlie  fea-like  Humber  rolls  o'er  waftes  of  fand. 

So,  reft  of  power  to  harm,  round  Albion's  fliore 
May  whirlwinds  wildly  fweep,  and  billows  roar  : 
So,  while  tlie  fun,  rejoicing  in  his  might. 
And  fcattering  the  dark  tempefts  of  the  night. 
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Shall,  like  a  God,  afcend  the  eaftern  fteep. 
And  fhed  his  dazzling  radiance  o'er  the  deep. 
Nor  rock  nor  cavern  fhall  his  orb  illume. 
Where  fuffering  man  vmtended  waits  his  doom  j 
Nor  o'er  the  billowy  wafte  with  corfes  fpread. 
His  beams,  the  glory  of  the  world,  be  Ihed. 


THE  END. 
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